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The newspapers here and in the United States 
are giving great prominence to the question of 
annexation. I should have said ‘‘ undue” 
prominence were it not for the fact that no 
question as to our national future can be too 
carefully considered, and consequently when 
our national extinction is seriously proposed 
we should give it the same reasonable con- 
sideration that should drive away the thought 
of suicide if personally we suffer from the 
* blues ” and feel that there is nothing left for 
us here below. No man is considered sane 
who kills himself ; no one who believes in a 
future existence, in the reward of the good and 
the punishment of the wicked, ever takes his 
own life. Should not the same restraints which 
keep us from self-murder restrain us from 
national suicide ? 


* 
* * 


However this may be, I for one believe the 
question deserves more than a passing jeer. 
Although I am strongly and unalterably 
opposed to any such despicable end to our 
struggle for the foundation of a great Northern 
Nation on this continent, it does not change 
the fact that there are many people—no matter 
how we may discount their numbers—who 
feel no shame, at least no sentiment, in 
avowing their preference for national suicide. 
In order to show that the notion deserves 
serious treatment I shall set down the 
reasons why now, more than ever before, 
this political heresy is dangerous. Our real 
danger is now for the first time in history 
from without as well as from within. In the 
beginning of the century, and several times 
since, the people of the Republic were led to 
believe that we were anxious for annexation. 
Though eager to strike at Great Britain, the 
people of the United States were neither land- 
hungry nor embarrassed by our competition. 
Their efforts to capture Canada were founded 
on a political rather than a commercial basis, 
and were consequently ephemeral. They had 
been told, as they are being told now, that the 
Canadians were anxious to throw off the 
**yoke’ of Great Britain, and as coon as they 
found out their mistake they desisted from all 
attempts to capture thiscountry. I conceive 
the situation to be materially altered and the 
danger from the present agitation materially 
increased. In the first place, I shall deal with 
the danger from without, as it leads up to the 
proper explanation of the sources of danger 
within our own jurisdiction. 


** 

There are nearly a million Canadians in the 
United States. That is equivalent to saying 
there are not five times as many adult Canadians 
at home as there are in the Republic, as the 
adults in the exodus are greater in proportion 
than among the stay-at-homes. Speaking from 
my own experience, having been familiar with 
the United States and its people for the past 
twenty years, the Canadian in Yankeeland 
used to be an unnaturalized being who longed 
for home and fhe British institutions amidst 
which he was born and reared. When you 
found him either in the east or west he always 
said, ‘‘Except for money-making I prefer 
Canada and wish I were back there. The in- 
stitutions of this country are corrupt and 
away behind our Canadian Government.” 


.* * 

Now it is different. I find many Canadians in 
the United States who are the strongest advoc- 
atesofannexation. It has not been difficult to find 
the reason. The scandals at Ottawa and Que- 
bec have convinced them that our Government 
is nearly, if not quite, as corrupt as that of the 
United States. Oure census proved that we 
were not growing as we should have grown, 
though by adopting the National Policy we 
tried the same means to establish ourselves 
industrially. Contact, too, has had its effect, 
and the ease with which they have obtained 
political promotion has led Canadians in 
the United States to make unfavorable 
comparisons with the way things are managed 
here at home. That they have always retained 
sympathy with us is found in the fact that 
they are largely Democrats and are said to 
have had a considerable share in electing 
Cleveland, who was popular with them because 
of his supposed friendliness to Canada. If it 
be true that the majority of Canadians in the 
Uaited States are in favor of annexation, their 
advice to their friends in this country will 
cease to be in favor of remaining as we are 
and may lead many to favor a change. 


* a 

Again, in the very fact that Canadians in the 
United States belong to what is now the domin- 
ant party there is a great danger. While the 
Republicans were in power they brought into 
the Union every territory which could be 
counted upon as a Republican state. It is true 
that they were mistaken in one or two in- 
stances, but their evident intention was to 
fortify themselves in power. The Democrats 
are likely to follow the same policy, and already 
New Mexico and Arizona are being prepared 
or stateship, If the Democrats fee! certain, 
4 they are apt to do, that the Canadian 
rovinces would become Democratic states if 
nnexed, they may be counted upon as favor- 

ble to the absorption of Canada. 

*-e 

In the next place, Roman Catholic sentiment, 
hich, if I am not misinformed, was once 
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strongly opposed to annexation both on this and 
the other side of the border, is now largely in 
favorof annexation. The movement over there 
for separate schools instead of being quieted 
by Mgr. Satolli, the papal ablegate, is simply 
being organized. The victory of the United 
Lutherans and Roman Catholics in Wisconsin 
and Illinois has encouraged the belief that the 
political parties dare not oppose the church. 
The United States never had a Catholic presi- 
dent, or a candidate for the presidency, and I 
do not recollect the name of any Roman Cath- 
olic cabinet minister. There is not a single 
state in which they have power. This would 
be changed if Quebec were admitted. Politic- 
ally Catholicism is stronger in Canada than 
anywhereelseonthiscontinent. Itseffect upon 
the United States is being carefully reckoned. 
It is held that Ontario would be guaranteed 
her present school system if admitted to the 
union, and would therefore be the precedent 
for others to obtain the same privilege. Thus 
itis hoped that Quebec and Ontario both would 
become wedges to open the constitution in 
favor of church inetitutions, 

Thus the re-awakening of interest in the 
Monroe doctrine, the movement in favor of 
free trade, the desire of the Demccrats to 
establish themselves in power by political 
achievements and the addition of Democratic 
electoral votes, the unusual amount of discus- 
sion in the Yankee papers, the congres- 
sional attention to our railways and canals, 
the filling up of their country and the grow- 
ing land-hunger of the people, all incline the 
people south of us to consider more seriously 


than ever before the question of absorbing 
Canada. Greater, however, thanany considera- 
tion yet mentioned is the anxiety of railway 
and other corporations, such as the Standard 
Oil Company, to control our traffic 
and general business. It is to these 
that the enemies of Canada are looking 
for sympathy and financial aid. That they 
feel themselves threatened by the Grand Trunk 
and Canadian Pacific railways, one may learn 
by the unceasing clamor of railway congress- 
men and the subsidized press of the United 
tates. Never before in the history of such 
ephemeral annexation movements is are re- 
corded, did Canadian malcontents bave the 
financial assistance of millionaire monopolists ; 
never before were the business people of the 
United States at all interested in any such 
campaign, 
oe 

It is this sympathy and succor, organized 
and led by Erastus Wiman, which has given 
permanence to the present agitation—an agita- 
tion not born of the bitterness of factional 
fighting as of old, but developed from the 
Unrestricted Reciprocity policy of the Re- 
form party. It is now for the first time 
a deliberate and cold-blooded consp!iacy 
rather than the resentful resource of angry 
politicians, As such it deserves more thought- 
ful and persistent attention than it has been 
receiving. The Reform party is thoroughly 
honeycombed by the treason, and that the 
Annexationist faction is dominant in that 
party is clearly proven by the attitude of such 
menas Peter Ryan and other office holders 
who have no fear of sharing the fate of Elgin 
Myers. Sir Oliver dare not discharge any more 
Annexationists from public offices, for the party 
has given him notice that they own him in- 
stead of him owning the party. In Dominion 
affairs the Reform party has been so long out 
of power, is so hopelessly disorganized, and its 


leaders are such an aggregation of agitators, 
that nothing short of anarchy would turn them 
from an opportunity to bounce the Tories out, 
even if Canada ceased to be a name on the 
map and Canadian became a reproach to 
the people born to wear it. In this, rather 
than in commercial depression, lies our danger, 
and the conspiracy is so deeply laid and its 
ramifications so general that it deserves in- 
vestigation. 
oe 

If there are reasons why the annexatiou 
movement is now especially dangerous, there 
are many tacts which if properly brought be- 
fore the Canadian people should banish the 
unbusinesslike as well as unpatriotic thought. 
For over a century we as a people have held 
our own against the wonderful forces which 
have tended to build up the United States at 
our expense, and now that at last the tide is 
turning in our favor would it not be the 
height of folly to lose the prize almost with- 
in our grasp? Canada, as disunited and jealous 
provinces, could not hope to attract capital or 
population; as a united country it has 
scarcely more than attained its majority, and 
now asa strong manis starting earnestly in 
the race for a share of the business of the con- 
tinent. Until afew years ago our illimitable 
Northwest was undeveloped and almost inac- 
cessible; now the pulsations of trattic and the 
warmth of the business heart in the older pro- 
vinces are making it an integral part of a coun- 
try bound more closely together year after year 
by the ties of railway communication and mu- 
tual interest. The success of the Canadian 
Pacific Railway has made us all sure of the 
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success of our Northwest ; the energy displayed 
by that railway and the vigorous policy inaug- 
urated by the new Minister of the Interior, 
the rapidity—compared with the past—with 
which that country is filling up, and more 
than all else, the spirit of enterprise and 
hopefulness shown by the people, convince 
us that the grandest future awaits the full 
settlement of that magnificent northland. 

on 

*e- 

Here, too, in Ontario and the older provinces 
there is a marked improvement in the cities 
and inthe enterprise of our people. Much 
that is being said about our farmers sinking 
deeper into debt and distress is political clap- 
trap, but in the discontent fomented amongst 
the agricultural population lies the danger of a 
demand for change. The farmer is too hard- 
worked and too greatly worried by little 
things to be largely influenced by 
sentiment. Indeed, I think that the 
very absence of sentiment so often 
shown by farmers, the hard-headedness 
which so many of them think the acme of pru- 
dence, leads them into more trouble and makes 
them the prey of more political and commer- 
cial fakirs than any other class of the commu- 
nity. To answer their clamor fora reduction 
ot the tariff by calling them traitors is the 
wildest kind of folly; in fact, to argue with 
anyone by a railing accusation or the calling of 
hard names is such a fatuous course that I can 
conceive of no sensible person adopting it. 


* * 

That there is a demand on the part of the 
farmers for a lower tariff on the necessities of 
their lives and business, I shall not attempt 
to deny. That, as some high-tariff papers 
declare, every man opposed to a pro- 
tective policy is an annexationist and 
consequently a traitor, is a dangerous asser- 
tion, Wecannot convince a farmer that he is 
atraitor because he wants cheaper goods and 
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sees an opportunity to get them. On the 
other hand, the easiest way to make him con- 
tented is to cheapen the goods he has to buy, 
and try and improve the transportation facili- 
ties for exporting what he has to sel). This 
of course should be done without seriously 
damaging our industrial enterprises and cities, 
and if we use reason instead of hard names he 
can be convinced that a compromise is neces- 
sary. es 

I am not writing this to convince my readers 
that annexation is a foolish and disloyal thing, 
forI am sure they are as firmly convinced of 
both propositions asI am. I[t is my only pur- 
pose to point out the necessity of recognizing 
the danger, not only of the situation as we 
have not made it, but of the methods we may 
be led to use in repressing the heresy and con- 
verting the heretic. I use these words because 
many of those who are undertaking to combat 
annexationist theories and manifestoes are 
activg as if they were justified by the righteous- 
ness of their cause and the fervor of their faith, 
in applying political thumbscrews, social ostra- 
cism and anathemas, They are sincere and 
zealous, but, Ifear, mistaken. Facts and argu- 
ments will prove sufficient, and Iam so sure 
that annexation will never come within the 
life of anyone now alive, that I may be inclined 
to mild methods. However this may be, let us 
be reasonable; nothing was ever lost by remem- 
bering that it is easier to convince people than 
to coerce them. 


- 
* * 


The Ministerial Association and the Anglican 
divines having met in Association Hall for the 
consideration of the question of organic unity, 


those of us who have chanced to read the Globe 
are in a mueh better position than perhaps ever 
before to judge of the probability of the much- 
hoped-for result. With an aptness for know- 
ing what is news and giving it full space, for 
which I am always ready to credit them, of 
recent years, the Globe published considerably 
over a page of reports, and on matters of nice 
theological points it is only in such an extended 
account that we can find material upon which 
to base opinions as to general unity and un- 
changeable diversity. 


* 
*-* 


The Baptist brethren, as represented by the 
Rev. James Grant, emitted what strong sec- 
tarians are fond of calling ‘‘no uncertainsound.” 
Their historical confession includes amongst 
its tenets adult baptism, immersion, the exclu- 
sion of unregenerate persons from the church 
organization—having reference largely to bap- 
tized infants—and the rejection of history, 
tradition, and everything except the Bible as a 
rule of faith and practice. While largely in 
sympathy with the Baptists with regard to 
their historic stand as against church and state 
and in favor of the secularization of the schools, 
and while not opposed to their tenets in any 
respect, I find the great weakness of the Rev. 
Mr, Grant's position is that he insists upon the 
volume of inspiration being the sole rule and 
guide in matters of faith and practice, while at 
the same time insisting asa Baptist minister 
upon the Confession of Faith, a doctrine made 
by human hands asa test for membership in 
his church. If he believes in the Bible as 
sufficient and absolute, why does he permit 
human haads to tinker with it and human 
minds to interpret it for others when he 
says that in itself itis sufficient? It is at this 
point that a portion at least of Mr. Grant's 
case falls through, 


enn 
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tempered and kindly exordium:; it breathed 
the spirit of unity and the reader could only 
regret that back of it all was the ecclesiasticism 
of his church, his insistance upon the episcopate, 
the continuity of authority and all that t} at 
implies, from the laying on of hands in ordina- 
tion to the claim that the Episcopal church 
inherited the power, or a portion of the power, 
of the Roman Catholic church and is now its 
only Protestant custodian, 
oe 

When the Rev. Dr. Langtry arose, the re- 
porter gives him twenty-six lines for his first 
sentence, and if unity is to go with simplicity 
we could have hardly expected a man with so 
many parenthetical, and explanatory, and 
auxiliary phrases to favor any simple plan of 
uniting church endeavor or promoting organ‘c 
unity. One cannot help, however, being 
attracted by the forcible logic and dominance 
of the speaker. In his argument in favor of 
the episcopate and the historical powers of the 
Anglican church, his only weakness seemed to 
me that his arguments proved too much and 
consequently proved nothing. If he proved any- 
thing it seemed to me it was that the Roman 
Catholic church is still the custodian of the sac- 
red oils for the anointment of priests, the 
privileges and sacraments of the church, and 
all those prerogatives which Dr. Langtry seems 
to urge are similar to the rights vestedin a 
Masonic or Orange Grand Lodge and Master. 
So conclusive was his argument that I do not 
know if hereafter I shall feel quite safe in sit- 
ting in a church any more than in a lodge, un- 
less I see the regulation charter and accom- 
panying seals from the Grand Master of Cere- 
monies hanging on the wall. 

This being the case, I imagine that the Bap- 
tist and Episcopalian brethren will be outside 
the next fence which encloses two or more 
religious denominations in Canada. The Metho- 
dist, the Presbyterian, and the Congregationalist 
have no such fundamental points of difference ; 
the union of those bodies can be hoped for and 
I believe will be accomplished. Since Calvin- 
ism has been laid away by the Presbyterian 
and wild emotionalism has ceased to be encou r- 
aged by the Methodist, and as Congregational- 
ism is no longer the mainspring of a com- 
munity’s democracy, there is no reason why 
those sects should not unite and form by long 
odds the strongest Protestant denomination in 
Canada—in fact, form the strongest political, 
social and religious body in this Dominion, ex- 
cepting alone the church of Rome. That great 
bodies attract the weaker being true, we may 
expect that Baptist beliefs will become modi- 
fied in the course of time, until the mem- 
bers of that church will believe, as_ the 
Congregationalists do, that any way to 
get a man into the church, either by 
immersion, dipping, pouring or sprinkling, is 
satisfactory and that it does not much matter 
when it is done, from infancy until old age, so 
long as the man or woman shows faith and 
good works after he or she gets in. Having 
arrived at this convenient point of belief, they 
too may be proper candidates for church unity. 

* 
* * 

The Episcopalians in a less degree may cease 
to be the monarchical adherents of the present 
system and may become satisfied with tran- 
sient bishops and itinerant priests, though it 
is very doubtful. The more aristocratic por- 
tions of the community will always insist upon 
the permanency of these officials, which is ne- 
cessary to social station and fashionable leader 
ship. However this conference may result es 
to unity, it must have great value in promot- 
ing goodfellowship and in settling those trifi- 
ing differences which not many years ago 
caused heart-burnings and petty scandals. 
The church will some day find that its great 
enemy is infidelity, whether it bein the stage 
of apathy or found in the vondition of open 
anarchic aggression. More and more as this 
problem confronts the bodies religious will 
they become united, and even the Catholic 
church will lend its hand in union with others 
to prevent what can reasonably be claimed is 
the result not only of sectarian differences, but 
the failure of the churches to convert their 
members, to say nothing of their failure to 
christianize the heathens. 

oe 

This however remains always in view, that 
no matter how religious endeavor has weak 
ened itself by its divisions, it is and has been 
the great civilizer. It and its adherents, 
whether those adherents hold modified or 
even heterodox views, are the ones who have 
brought liberty to mankind, comparative 
purity to our public life, and happiness and 
sobriety, he)Jpfulness and spiritual thought to 
ourhomes, In that it has done so much we 
can never regard its efforts with anything but 
love and veneration ; that it has failed to ac 
complish so much may bea matter of regret, 
but what life, either corporate or private, has 
not made many failures, has not been wide of 
the mark, has not aimed for things unattain 
able and struggited for things worthless of 
attainment? Surely the hand of God can be 
seen in it all ;and insomuch as the Spirit of 
Christ is shown, to that extent at least there is 
union and names and creeds become meaning 
less, 


. 
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you told me you would take what I have to 
Then I intended falling on my knees and 


Fancourt one of these days,and I have no 
doubt you will like him very much. Everyone 






































girl. 
One day, about the middle of April, Jeaters 























he was not impatient or bored, he began to 
sing in adeep, rich, low baritone. She had 
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wanted to stand between this precious crea- | upstairs to her room, head might come quite right and my aes ae and put itin a box for me I'll leave it Agency forenead s 
er sorrow, to shield her rare loveli Mrs. Orr sat alone in her chair staring before | grow clear, and that when my reason and | with you to post for my girl in Goole, and then ; 
ak peace her in a trance of relief, athwart which now | memory were sound once more, I might be able | I can’t lose it.” 28 ADELAIDH STRHET HAST La a 
Jeaters leant over the counter and said very | and then crept a shiver of pain. . to see that many things I now believe to have Edith glanced out into the main road and | For Steamship Tickets to All Parts aia ean 
softly, in the tender voice of one speaking to “It’s a great blessing, a great mercy,” she | happened were only imagination, and that it) saw that dozens of people were in sight. ot the World at Lowest Rates when Cat 
the beloved sick, ‘* Miss Orr, I went away be- | whispered to herself at last, ‘‘ but I wish my | might come back to me that much of what | “ Very well,” said she; ‘‘come in.” the time o 
cause I could not bear to see you sad, and feel | child had married her own man.” seems the memory of misery in my past life The sailor stepped across the threshold. In ‘ . an bro 
unable to say how sorry, how unspeakably It was a beautiful warm April evening when | was only imagination, and that he—my man— | the gas-light of the shop his appearance was ROSE S ROSE S shade ed 
sorry, the sight made me. If I had tried to tell | Edith arrived at Mrs, Natchbrook’s to carry | may return one day and tell me he only stayed | lesssatisfactory. His hair waslongand unkempt, 3 with an : 
you how sorry I was, I feared I might be car- | Pollie into her quarters at Muscovy place. The | away till I was cured.” his beard long and shaggy. His face and hands with narre 
ried away into saying more than that, and I | parting with the women at the Isleof Dogs| ‘I devoutly hope it may come true for you, | were black with grime and dirt. a of the se 
feared what might slip from me might offend | was affecting ; but they all drew great comfort | dear Fannie. Your fancy may turn to fact for The gold and silver were locked up in the Vs ‘ . china 3 
you, and I feared above all things on earth to | from the reflection that they were not tobe} you. The written promise of my man can| safe. She left the shop door open and asked Carna‘ions Violets Mignonette in helt 
pain or offend you. I have only ove desire in | separated by any great distance, and that they | never come true. You are a widow whose| the man to sit on the one chair, She turned ’ ’ — hom 
life, and it isso overmastering I can think of ! could often see one another. husband is alive. and I ama widow who has | up the gas fully ; asshesodid there was adouble * anes oa 
nothing else day or night. My one thought, ‘You and Nancy will come to see Mrs, | been never married.” knock at the hall door. “Mr. Fancourt !” and Smilax are worn t 
my only ambition, was hope that you would | Blackwood and me on Stnday, and make my thought Edith, with a feelingof relief. “I pyri 
let me give you all I have; that you would | mother’s acquaintance, and take tea with us?” CHAPTER L. shall feel safer with him in the parlor. I was : . cnhetiie 
take from me asa free gift, my heart, and life, | and the good rubicund widow promised, and A LATE CUSTOMER AT MUSCOVY PLACE, beginning to feel sorry I had let this man in. Fresh Cut Roses My Specialty ; te 
and soul—all that I possess, in the hope that it | this arrangement took a good deal of the pain The days fell into a dull routine at Muscovy | NowI shall be all right.” aa for 
might be of alittle use to you. If you would | out of the parting. place. Pollie sat peacefully sewing in Edith’s She ran round through the parlor into the : ’ 
oe I could give you ease of mind about the On the way to Muscovy place Pollie seemed | room. She would not go out ; she would not | hall and said hastily to Jeaters, ‘‘ Mr. Fan- DECORATIVE PLANTS FOR HIRE a — 
vulgar affairs of life. I know there are busi- | more calm and natural than she had been since | go downstairs ; she did not want to see any- | court, will you excuse me a moment ?I havea a ake ) 
ness anxieties in this place. I could remove | Edith first met her months ago. She took an | one. On the Sunday when kind hearted Mrs. | late customer—a man who wants to buy a _— os ag 
these anxieties from your mother’s mind. I | interestin things around her, and stopped to | Natchbrook and sympathetic Nancy came she | watch; I'll be with youinafew minutes. Oh, wf : ' 
could assure her future, no matter what be- | look into several shop windows. Edith could | was induced to take tea and spend the evening | I forgot to light the parlor gas. Will you light Hi. DALEB peo oO . 
came of you or me. I will not trouble you not keep her mind off the first time she had | in the old-fashioned little parlor behind the it, if you please ?” een poi 
about my own feelings; I will only say if you | come that way with John Crane in the grave shop. But this was the one exception. She She hastened back to the shop and shut the 238 Yonge Street Telephone 783 = : 
can give me the right to devote my life to you | happiness of love awakening. half-playfully, half-superstitiously told Edith | door of communication between the parlor and ated chent 
and to shield you from pain and trouble, I will| When they were crossing the river in the | she was watching the river for what her fancy | the shop. She found the sailor seated as she = ha 
owe you the gratitude of all my life, the grati- | huge, ungainly ferry-boat, Pollie put her arm | had made it promise her. had left him on the one chair just inside her 184? MODEL * oe 
tude of the man you save from despair and | round her friend and said, ‘“‘1 think, Edith Edith left her room early, as of old, and Mrs. | father’s bench and in front of the safe. The page e 
destruction.” dear, I should be almost quite happy, as happy | Staples brought up Pollie’s meals. Two or| man looked very stupid. She suspected him of REMINGTON one ae t 
“I have nothing to give,” she moaned ; | as I may ever hope to be on earth again, if I did | three times a day Edith ran up to the lonely having “‘ laid hold of the booze’ already. She oo. : 
‘*nothing, nothing, nothing.” not know how difficult it will be for me even if | woman, and was always greeted with a smile. | was in no hurry to goto the visitor in the back old pink sa 
“Tam not asking you to give anything. I | we are very lucky in getting work to avoid | ‘I am getting well faster than the tide ever| room, and yet-— =: TYPEWRITER & deeper § 
am asking you to take all I can render.” beinga burdenon you. I know you are not | goes out,” Pollie would say, and her appearance She opened the safe and handed him the - ee same color 
‘lam dead;Ilaminadream, Idonot want rich, and I know things have not been improv- | and her manner confirmed the words. watches. ‘‘ This is five guineas, this is five ‘ . the front o! 
tolive. Ican give you nothing now; I could | ing with you of late.” Jeaters had taken up his old quarters at | pounds, and this is four pounds ten,” she said. hines Rented. Operators Supplied ae een 
give you nothing later.” “Oh!” said Edith, with a shudder, “I | Cresswell’s,and displayed the greatest prudence | She was careful to keep in the line of view back bitty 
‘“AllT ask of you is the right to wait upon | forgot to tell you.” She looked at her com- | and forbearance. He made one visit of but a/ through the door into the road. Telephone 120 be _ 
you and guard you and sustain you with my | panion with a wan smile. ** You will think me | few minutes every day, and never presumed He hand!ed the watches clumsily, as if he GEO. BENGOUGH ye alates 
arm,” as fickle as the proverb‘al woman. It is only a| upon his engagement beyond a little longer were thick-fingered, half drunk. Inthe middle 10-18 Adelaide Street Rast, Toronto. pa apeige 
‘No just person could take so much for | few months sinceI met you first,and then I | clasp of Edith’s hand, or a little steadier gaze of the counter there was a bell handle which castings § 
nothing.” was engaged to be married to your cousin. | and a little tenderer tone of voice when he ran bell in th } Edi or gold-col 
- ‘ ‘ : . ne ‘ g @ bell in eé parior. th took a step ARTIN M MILLAN cream.-colo! 
** You give me all I ask for it—the right to | Since I saw you to-day I have become engaged | spoke to her. Any trifling attentions he nearer the bell handle. If she called out her M C 
care for you. Is not the bargain fair when you to Mr. Edward Fancourt, our handsome well- | showed were paid to the mother. He felt that voice must be panier’ in the ] bought by | 
parlor and the 
give me all I covet? And then you give me off lodger, for whom you marked the shirts so | the first thing he had to do was to convince street. She thought this man would never GROCER Just whe 
what neither you nor I can estimate— salva- oeautifully. I believe I am not to be poor any | the girl that he had been completely sincere decide. She was hoping he would decide to| Tel. 641 431 Yonge St. a question 
tion. I did not mention that as a consideration more. Sothat neither you nor I need trouble | when he said he did not expect anything from have none of the watches. She was beginning tion fails t 
at first, for I lid not wish any consideration our heads about mere shillings at present. | her. No stranger would have seen anything to feel uncomfortable at keeping “Mr. Fan- Has a large and well assorted stock of witkauee 7x 
for my welfare to weigh with you. I did not | And, dear, if you do not mind, we need speak | more in him than charming civility to the old ” idten* 
: ; ; . a : > ; court” waiting so long, when he showed his N S ’ T acco g 
intend saying anything about myself unless | no more upon the subject. You will see Mr. | woman and respectful interest towards the tact and consideration. To let her know that ew eason SS eas inevenaing 


most entire 
the sleeves 


give. 

telling you with all the gratitude of my rescued | who meets him does like him very much.” said to Edith, as he was about to end his ordin- never heard him sing before and she listened The genui 
soul that you had drawn me back from a des- ** With all my heart, dear, I hope you may be | ary visit, “If you are in no way particularly to his voice with pleasure and gratitude for Pu re S ices which is so 
perate gulf, on the brink of which I hung, and happy, and I don’t see how you can be any- | engaged this evening, I should be greatly ob- his kindheartedness in letting her know he p suggestive, 
thatin saying you would take my hand you thing but happy. It would be worse than | liged if you would let me call. There are a few was at ease. She knew the song well. She —— liked as wi 
had saved my life, here and hereafter.” madness to refuse this handsome well-off man | rather important matters I have to decide upon inti 

‘*Oh, but I have given all, and I have nothing | when all is over with the other.” by to-morrow, and I should greatly like to have echamaiae > - co <anenen Ot coe Canned Goods of Every Deseription silacne 
left to give.” ” Whatever I may be I can never be happy, | the advantage of your advice before finally field of silver made by the moon upcn the latest bein; 

‘** Take all I have to give and save me!’ but Iam quite resigned. I do not think I can | making up my mind, Thames. He was singing “As I view those menterie se 

“If nothing is worth your taking you may be unhappy, for a heart cannot break twice.” ‘**Could we not talk of them now?” she scenes so charming,” from La Sonnambula. puff, In | 
have it. Why should I deny it to you? It is “ He will —he must be good to you.” asked, “I'll take this one, if you please, ma’am,” ATH LETE extend do’ 
of no value to me—to anyone else,’ **T think he will, f am sure he means to be He had seen a look of trouble and anxiety said the sailor, holding out the one for five Collars are 

Jeaters drew himself up from the counter | good, and everyone likes him,” said Edith in a | come into her face. ‘‘ She thinks,” thought he, pounds. Only he was so ignorant and stupid AND DER BY some of th 
over which he had been leaning towards Edith, weary tone, as if the subject were dull and | ‘that I want her to fix something about the he would know it was the worst bargain of the sleeves, . 
who had not taken down her hands from her | tiresome. marriage, I must not press or hurry her about three, trimmed 6: 
face. He drew a sharp breath, like a man who “IT hope not quite everyone likes him,” said | that.” He said, ‘* Well, no, I should like to She got a small wooden box and some wad- CIGARE ES plain ; inde 
has been long under water. He stood irreso- | Pollie, very gravely. ‘‘ I knew one man that | have a few minutes’ quiet talk with you. The ding and put the watch in it. ception. 
lute, dazed, giddy. All things swam beforehis everyone liked, and—and—and I married him, | matter is rather important. It is of a business “You have a safe heret” said the man ARE to be speci 
eyes. He said hoarsely, ‘‘ Miss Orr, from my | and—and—and there was atime when all be- | kind, I may say,” he edded, smiling, ‘“‘and has pointing. ; The Sweetest of the Sweet which tose 
soul I thank you, and while the breath of life | tween us was over.” With a wave of her hand | nothing to do with ceremonies or sentiment.” “Yes,” said she, feeling extremely uneasy, The Purest of the Pure plaited or 
is in my body you shall never repent the words | she dismissed the subject of her own life, and The look of unwillingness passed away from looking out to see that help was within call The Best , model whi 
you have spoken now. You have saved me | reverting to Edith’s said with a smile, ‘‘ Come, | her face, and she said gratefully, ‘‘ Very well; and backing towards the bell handle on the mene round wal 
from the double death. The words you have | if it is unlucky to marry a w.an everyone likes, | what time would suit you?” counter. He spoke gruffly, indistinctly, like D RITCHIE & CO yoke and a 
said to me to-day will shine in gold above you | I promise to break the spell in this case. I'll ** Any time after the shop is shut.” one with something in his peat ogaret tell nae . ° with the m 
in heaven.” be the exception to the rule—I’}] dis like this Although the Furham main road which doubs. ’ MONTREAL for out-of- 

“‘I found your bag, Mr. Fancourt,” said Mrs, | Mr. Edward Fancourt that everyone else wor- | crossed the topof Muscovy place was a busy ; 

. : ” ‘ Continued on Page Three. The waist 
Orr, entering from the side door, ‘‘and I should | ships. place at nine o'clock of a fine night, Muscovy hips, and | 
have been here before this only the man ‘You are so pretty and so bright to-day, | place itself was very quiet at that hour. At body. It r 
brought Mrs, Blackwood’s trunk and I had to | Fannie,” said Edith, with a smile, ** that I | eight Mrs. Staples had gone for the night, Mrs, was finish 
wait while he was carrying it upstairs.” shall be quite prepared for his wanting to give | Orr had retired to her room, and Pollie was SPROIAL DISCOUNT SALE AT MePHERSONS skirt. 

** Poor Mra. Blackwood,” said Edith in a low | me up and marry you when he sees you.” sitting in the old straw easy chair enjoying, at . 
voice, as if to herself. ‘‘ Her case is even Mrs. Orr received Pollie very graciously. | the open window, the Thames bathed in the The news 
harder than mine. She had a husband who | She was now only too anxious to show her | light of the moon, and the air soft and warm a Maths side gores | 
cast her off.” gratitude to Edith in any way, and if her | enough for a couple of months later in the year. and a sor 

Jeaters bent over the counter and whispered, | daughter chose to fill the house with negresses | Pollie had been able to work unusually late They are 
‘* He must never have loved asI love.” Then | she would hardly have objected. The mother | that evening owing tothe clear air and the iO PER CENT OFF much to th 
straightening himself he turned to the mother | knew no consideration for self had moved | broad, full moon, which came up at the going « to make, 
and said, ‘‘ I am much obliged to you, Mrs, Orr,” | Edith to accapt this man. Nay, she knew that | down of the sun. omitted b: 
with a smile, ‘‘I could not have gone away | if the girl had consulted her own feelings in Two floors below, at the open window of the 5 material ar 
without that bag, and now that I have got it | the matter she would have rejected him with- | parlor, Edith awaited the arrival of Jeaters. Remnant Shoes at Shadow Prices—A $3 SHOE FOR $1 wether. A 
I'm not going away at all.” out a moment's hesitation. Being able to} The light was burning In the shop, it being ing these 8 

“What!” cried Mrs, Orr, in astonishment, | afford a home to this unfortunate, helpless and | more convenient to let a visitor in through the ery Hae anene and manag 
**are we to have you still as our lodger?” deserted relative of her dead sweetheart had | shop door than through the hall, She kept the drag, nor 8 

“Oh, no, no, no,” cried Edith piteously. | been one of the reasons why she had given her | door from the parlor into the hall open so that GEORGE McPHERSON 186 Yon e St able. Ifa 

: 9 g ° hem it is v 


** Not as a lodger.” 


hand where no heart went with it, and if the 


she might hear in case her visitor knocked at 
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. upward like a high comb, The trimming is 


. always with good taste, in the shape of two or 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Fashions Wise and Otherwise. 


JUDICIOUS critic remarks “ that 
there is almost as much art dis- 
played in the putting on of a hat 
as in concocting the article it- 
self.” Indeed, unless a woman is 
prepared to take infinite pains in 

this matter, she should not even attempt to 
wear these tricky new shapes at all. But they 
are very beguiling. For example, there is a 
wide felt hat of old pink, with the brim a trifle 
raised at the side, which, properly adjusted, 
frames the face delightfully. It was dressed 
with osprey and ostrich plumes, and a large 
velvet bow and buckle; but then, the shape is 
the principal thing. A set of pretty brides 
maids’ hats, now on exhibition, have wide brims 
of soft brown felt, the crowns of velvet in a 
rich shade of blue, with ospreys and brown 
ostrich feathers at one side. Soft felt brims, 
with velvet or cloth crowns of a contrasting 
shade, offer one of the smart novelties of the 
season. Some of the brims are cut up the back 
in two places, and the middle part curves 






















side material. 
hang badly. 


for the same reason. 


can occur, 


before the bastings are taken out. 
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Individualities. 





merely a wide spreading bow of ribbon with a 
full aigrette set up smartly in front. The softly 
curving Gainsborough, with its crown of plumes 
and drooping feathers, is becoming to every 
face and continues to be exceedingly fashion- to Welk 
able. <A touch of color is frequently added, and ‘ 
more deep crimson or petunia tinted velvet 
roses. The boat-shaped hat in felt, with a 
colored cloth crown and ostrich tips, is one of 
the successes of the season. A bonnet of the 
Second Empire has a buckle in front made of 
turquoises and rubies, with square pointed ends 
standing well out at each side. The crown, of 
tomato velvet, is perfectly square. A charm- 
ing bonnet for an old lady is made of petunia 
colored velvet and the pretty velvet roses of 
the same shade that are so very fashionable. 
An elongated bow of red piece velvet formed 
another bonnet, that) was longer in shape and 
suited to the hair dressed low on the neck. It 
had donkey ears of velvet standing up over the 


United States, to fill the unexpired term of the 
late Senator Gibson. 


Queen Victoria has at last given her consent 
to the removal of the body of the Duke of 
Clarence from Windsor to Sandringham, the 
home he loved so well. It was the wish of the 
Princess of Wales that this change should take 
place. 

W. T. Stead, one of the foremost journalists 
of London, gives it as his conviction, after 
recent experience with spirit-writing, that 
before many months the immortality of the 
soul and the possibility of communicating with 
the dead would be facts established by indubit- 







brilliantine exactly the color of the goods. This 
should be put on with the greatest care. It 
must either be an exact bias, or, what is much 
better, cut precisely the shape of the out- 
If care is not used in this 
particular, the skirt is absolutely coctain to 
The trimmings at the hems of 
skirts must be put on with the greatest nicety 
It is not an uncommon 
thing to see a dress skirt with the material 
sagging over the band of trimming at the hem. 
This is fatal to style or beauty, and must be 
carefully guarded against, especially when the 
entire length of the skirt, with the cxception 
of this narrow band, must hang from the belt, 
Before putting on the band, the skirt should 
be shaken and smoothed, so that no sagging 
It is a good plan to put the belt on 
first, then adjust the skirt to the proper length, 
carefully baste the outside and lining together 
for almost the entire length of the skirt; then 
finish at the bottom, and put on the trimming 


It is said that before Sara Bernharat was 
allowed to appear in any of her plays in Vienna 
she was compelled to appear before the official 
judges in the different costumes she intended 


Donaldson Caffery of St. Mary’s parish, Ba- 
ton Rouge, has been appointed by Governor 
Foster of Louisiana to be a senator of the 


forenead and turning downward at the back. 
* 


The very best modes from the Medici period 
will be adopted as time goes on, and even now 
some beautiful gowns are made after the epoch 
when Catharine ruled France. A costume of 
the time of Henri Trois is of a bold patterned 
yellow brocade, bordered with mousse mirroire 
velvet edged with jet. The bodice is square, 
with an ample cape of velvet. Velvet capes 
with narrow fur borderings are quite a feature 
of the season. They can be small and full, 
reaching just to the shoulder ; or longer, hover- 
ing half-way between the hip and knee ; or 
very long, almost touching the ground. Of 
velvet or cloth, with narrow fur binding, they 
are worn by day and night. Some are entirely 
of sable. In violet velvet, lined with silk just 
matching the sable trimming, these cloaks 
are most beautiful. This color is in vogue 
again, for dresses as well as millinery, and 
it combines with sable or beaver, the 
two paramount favorites of the day. Any wo- 
man who possesses sables is to be envied, for 
they are the acme of modishness and can be 
used to any extent. Violet is so much the 
fashion of the moment that the shade is even 
used in veils which are powdered with gradu- 
ated chenille dots, the largest being around the 
edge. Quilted silk tea gowns, especially in old 
pink, with a trimming of narrow fur, are cosy 
winter garment3. Most of them have a Wat- 
teau back falling from the yoke. One recently 
prepared for a bride was in the palest shade of 
old pink satin, powdered with little flowers in 
a deeper shade, and had two widths of the 
same colored velvet, split in halt, fastened to 
the front of the arm-hole, aud then apparently 
tossed over the shoulders and allowed to fall 
back down each side of the plait. The front 
was plain and straight, with adeep jabot of 
point lace from neck to waist. The daintiest 
of petticoats are prepared for evening wear, 
such as white silk, with white, pale pink, blue 
or gold-colored flounces, partially veiled with 
cream-colored lace. This flouncing can be 
bought by the yard, 


Just where the growth of sleeves will stop is 
a question that even the most vivid imagina 
tion fails to grasp. Some of the new models 
measure about forty-five inches around, and 
according to the best authorities they are still 
increasing in size. This fullness is Iccated al- 
most entirely between shoulders and elbows, 
the sleeves below fitting the arm quite closely. 
The genuine leg-o’-mutton sleeve, the one 
which is so realistic as to be almost painfully 
suggestive, is occasionally seen, but is not 
liked as well as the puffy one, that which is 
fullest just above the elbow. There are vari- 
ous ways of trimming the sleeves, among the 
latest being a band of very elaborate passe- 
menterie set around the sleeve just below the 
puff. In some cases it has points which 
extend down the sleeve toward the wrist. 
Collars are plain and high, revers are very wide, 
some of them extending back well over the 
sleeves, Almost all waists are fancifully 
trimmed or finished in some way other than 
plain; indeed, the plain waist is quite the ex- 
ception. This portion of the garment seems 
to be specially arranged as a foundation upon 
which to sew fine trimming or gathered, shirred, 
plaited or festooned trimming material. A 
model which is as attractive as any has a plain 
round waist, full-topped velvet sleeves, velvet 
yoke and a plaited bertha also of velvet, edged 
with the moss trimming now so popular; or, if 
for out-of-door wear, with a tiny band of fur. 
The waist is somewhat curved out over the 
hips, and is longer than the average round 
body. It recalled the old-time waist, which 
was finished with a cord and sewed to the 
skirt. iS 


The newest skirts have gored apron fronts, 
side gores perfectly straight on the front edges, 
and a sort of triangular-shaped back piece. 
They are very graceful and, what is quite as 
much to the purpose for many people, are easy 
to make, The foundation skirt is entirely 
omitted by many dressmakers, the outside 
material and lining being cut and made up to- 
wether. A great deal of gloria is used for lin- 
ing these skirts ; and while they are very light 
and manageable they are not at all inclined to 
drag, nor are they limp enough to be objection- 
able. Ifa little more stiffness is desired at the 
hem it is very easy to put a facing of alpaca or 



































able scientific proof. 


army. 

The Rev. Henry S. Lunn, M.D., a Wesleyan 
minister of London, with the assistance of the 
son of the Bishop of Worcé@ster, is making 
arrangements for a Christian reunion and pil- 
grimage to Jerusalem, to take place in the 
autumn, Archdeacon Farrar and a number of 
bishops will take part in the pilgrimege. Arch- 
deacon Farrar will deliver six lectures in 
Jerusalem. 

Mr. Huxley looks years younger since he 
changed his residence from London to East- 
bourne. When he is not paying flying visits to 
town, where he frequents the Athenwum and 
other abodes of learning, Mr. Huxley (says 
the Bookman) may be frequently found in his 
country garden, deep in the pursuit of horti- 
culture, in which he has developed a great 
interest. 

Mrs. Potter Palmer, of World's Fair fame, it 
is said, has granted to the National Council of 
Women, now in session in Chicago, space on 
the Fair grounds for members of this council 
to appear and demonstrate by exhibition the 
superiority of their adopted dress reform skirt 
over the more modest dress of conventionality. 
The chief feature of the new costume is tiat its 
skirt reaches only midway between the knee 
and the top of the shoe. 

George W. Childs says of the three hundred 
girls he has educated that the teachers and 
nurses and the graduates of law and medicine 
have, without exception, been successful, while 
those who were ambitious for public careers 
have met with but ordinary success. Those 
trained for elocutionists have made most 
money. To girls of musical ability has been 
given every advantage possible in the way of 
home and foreign training, and the salaries 
earned by them range from $500 to $5,000. 

The Queen is expected to reside at Osborne 
until tbe middle of February, when her Majesty 
will return to Windsor Castle for a munth 
before proceeding to Florence. The Queen is 
to leave Windsor for the Continent on e‘vher 
March 15 or 22, and her Majesty will be 
accompanied by Princess Beatrice and Prince 
Henry of Battenberg, and attended by the 
Dowager Lady Churchill, Sir Henry Ponsonby, 
Major Bigge, the Indian Secretary, and a Maid 
of Honor, The Queen will cross the Channel 
from Portsmouth to Cherbourg in the Royal 
yacht Victoria and Albert, and her Majesty is 
to travel direct from the French port to 
Florence. 

Monsignor Satolliis having a lively time of 
it in this country, trying to settle the numerous 
church disputes which are continually being 
submitted to him, and his various reports to 
the Holy See are evidently anything but pleas- 
ing to the Pope. The Vatican is much sur- 
prised at the opposition which begins to be 
manifest against the results of the conference 
of archbishops recently held in New York city 
and the proposals of Monsignor Satolli. It is 
affirmed that the Pope and Cardinals Rampolla 
and Ledochowski have expressed their discon- 
tent on the matter, and that the Pope will 
shortly take important action concerning the 
agitation in America, with a view to ending 
the dissensions which exist in the church, 


M. Bartholdi, the sculptor who made the 
Statue of Liberty for New York harbor, met 
with a curious adventure a short time ago. It 
appears that on a certain day there called at 
his studio in Paris a young and charming 
woman who claimed to bea model, and asked 
if he would take a cast of her hands, which 
were unusually well formed. Bartholdi con- 
sented and, having done so, paid her the usual 
price. A day or two afterwards another fe- 
male, who was neither you: g nor beautiful, 
called upon the sculptor and informed him she 
was the mother of the model and demanded an 
additional sum of money. Upon Bartholdi's 
refueal to pay any more the woman belabored 
him savagely with her umbrella and abused 
him in violent terms, 


Some amusement has been caused at the 
Court of The Hague by the decidedly charac- 
teristic Christmas present which has been sent 
to the little Queen Wilhelmine by the Emperor 
of Germany. The gift is contained in a num- 
ber of large boxes, and consists of lead soldiers 
representing all the regiments in the German 


Twice Lost. 


Continued from Page Two. 
“You will put the watch in the safe. 





you will post the watch?” 
“Yes.” Would he never give her the ad 


dress and the money, and go? The singing had 
now ceased, and herimpatience and uneasiness 


began to grow almost unbearable. 


The sailor put his elbows on his knees and 
his chin on his hand, bending forward and 
seating himself at ease as if he were going to 
“T’ve just come back from 
foreign parts,” said he, fixing his eyes on the 
ground as if concentrating his mind for a long 
yarn, ‘“‘and while I was in the westermost 
Atlantic I met a man who told me if ever I 
wanted anything in the way of a timepiece and 
I’ve got the timepiece 


stay for hours, 


honesty to come here. 
and now I want the honesty.” 

“You want the honesty?” she said. 
the honesty ? 
honest value at the price, though if you had 
left the choice to me it is not the one I should 
have selected.” 

“*The watch is all right, ma’am,” said he, in 
his clumsy, heavy voice and way. “But it’s 
something else I want the honesty about. You 
see, the man I speak of gave me a small parcel 
and said I was to bring it here and leave it 
here for him in care of Mrs, Orr, to be left till 
called for. And the honesty comes in this 
way: The parcel was in a box when he gave 
it to me, and the box has got smashed, and the 
leather bag, which was inside the box and was 
sealed, has got bust, and the things that were 
in the leather bag have got loose. I want you, 
ma’am, to give me areceipt for them, such as 
they are. I want you to put them in the safe 
and keep them until the person that owns 
them calls. I reckon they must be worth 
money past telling, well nigh. Look at them 
and count them. I make out three hundred 
and two stones of all colors.” 

He handed her a chamois bag. 

She took a baize-covered tray and spilt the 
contents of the big out on it under the gas. 
With a cry of astonishment she ran her fingers 
through the pile of glittering gems. Then she 
eyed a few closely. ‘*‘ Why,” she said, look- 
ing at the sailor, who had not changed his atti- 
tude, excep’ that he was now gazing up into 
her face, ‘‘ they are real and of great size! I 
never saw so great a heap before. They are of 
enormous value.” 

“The man that gave them to me, and told 
me to leave them here, said they were worth 
twenty-five to thirty thousand pounds,” 

‘“*The man who gave them to you and told 
you to bring them here! Who was he?” said 
Edith, retreating to the counter for support 
and placing the tray of gems out of her hand, 
for her limbs had begun to quake. 

“ Well, it’s a long story, but from what I 
could make out it was his wish that if any- 
thing happened to him the stones were to be 
Miss Edith Orr's, the lady Iam talking to, by 
what he told me of her.” 

“*O, God!” she said, ‘‘and that awful thing 
has happened to him.” 

‘*I’ve heard there were rumors of the loss 
of the ship and all hands, but then he was very 
lucky always, and he may have escaped. In 
fact, I think there is reason to believe he is 
alive.” The sailor rose from the chair. 

She crossed the floor, and falling on her 
knees before him, lifted her arms to him until 
her clasped hands touched his face. ‘If there 
is mercy in your heart, for God's sake tell me 
why you think so.” 

** Because I know. Beeause I am sure.” 

“How?” 

** Because I am he!” 

Edith sprang to her feet and backed away 
from the speaker. She stretched out a pair of 
trembling hands to him, and would have fallen, 
only that he sprang forward and caught her in 
his arias. 

At that moment the yell of a man and the 
shriek of a woman burst upon the ear, 

(To be Continued.) 
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A Smitten Conscience. 


Dr. Fourthly—I believe my sermon on sin- 
cerity, this morning, sank deep into some 


hearts and did good. 

Parishioner— Yes; as Foley and his wife 
went home, he explained to people on the 
street car that his wife’s hair and teeth were 


falae. 
aaa 


Generous, 
O'Rourke—Phwat sort av a felly is thot 


Giuseppe? 
Mc tinn—Oh,e rale dacint sort for a furriner. 


A KEG OF OUR PORTER 


IS BETTER THAN 
‘gise A BARREL OF DRUGS 


Spadina Brewery 
Tel. 1363. Kensington Avenue. 














[A KEG: 


GOUTHERN  oyuRS 


Bermuda, Florida, Naseau, Ouba, Mexico, Jamaica, Bar- 
bodos, Weet Indies, Azores, Reviera, Egypt, Palestine, Eto., 
Eto., by any route desired. 

PRINCIPAL TRANS-ATLANTIC LINES 
At Winter Rates 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 8. 8. and Tourist Agency, 72 Yonge &., Toronto. 








The 
watch will be all secure and in the morning 


“ How 
You have got a watch which is 
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S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 





F well dressed, we speak of one 
being up to the nines. No lady 
can be well dressed wearing an ill- 
fitting pair of corsets. This store 
sells only perfect fitting corsets. 


R. & G. Coreets, gray, white, black, $1 25. 
C. B. Corsete, drab, white, $1,25. 

I. O. Oorsets, French, drab, white, #1 75. 
D. & A. Corsets, fawn, drab, black, $1. 

P. N. Corset, $1, $1.25. 


— _ ladies’ #1 25 ; children’s, 3 sizee, 50c., 
75c., $1. 


Our Queen, surprising value, 50c. 
A Corset fr 250. 


Gentlemen will appreciate the 
telling where men’s furnishings 
can be secured good and cheap— 
with these words meaning all they 
should. 


Men's All-wool Ribbed Shirts and Drawers, 50c., (0c. 
Men’s Scotch Lamb’s Wool Underwear, 750. 

Men’s Scotch Knitted Underwear, full fashiored, #1. 
Fine Natural Wool Underwear, fine and heavy, $1.75 
Arctic Fleece lined Underwear, tender to the skin. 
Men’s Unlaundried White Shirts, 50c. 

Men’s Laundried White Shirts, 75c. 


Cold enough for an extta pair 
of blankets. A pair for $1.50. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 
Street West. 









































BARBOUR’S 
io Linen 
Threads 


UNEQUALLED: FOR 
ALL PURPOSES 





Bingham’ 
Print “a sveree 


Invitations 


For Weddings, Parties, Etc. eee 
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What is Worse than an Iil-fitting Shoe? 


No maiter how cheap it 
may be. 
Our shoes are low in 


price and perfect fit- 
ting as well. 


WE USE NO 
SHODDY 
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J. D. KING & CO, 79 King St. E. 


iene 
“UNEQUALLED ” 


IS THE VERDIOT 


or 
All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 


FASHIONABLE HAIR DRESSING 
J. TRANCLE ARMAND & C0.’S 


441 Yonge, cor, Carlton St. 


OUR PATRONS who 
desire to have their Hair 
dressed for the coming 
Balle, Soirees, etc., are 
again respectfully  re- 
quested to make thir 
appointments eight days 
in advance if possible. 
Only by the regulation 
of time are we able to 








meet the great demand 

for our hair dresing 

without loosing time 

ay .\ for waiting, as those 

9 “YN having made appoiat- 

Ments wil be served first, hence we wiil not be respon- 
sihle for lose of time or disappointment. 

The same rule applies also to our Maseage and Manicure 
Parlors. Telephone 24198 


OUR SPECIALTY 


Of ALL-LONG Hair Switches and Branches of purest 
and finest quality of French Convent hair, ready made or 
made to order. Fashionable Fringes, Waves, Puffs, Chig- 
none, Ooils, Head Coverings, Wigs, etc., made to order and 
measure. 


ARMAND'S HAIR STORE 


441 Yonge St. and 1 Carlton St. 
TORONTO, ONT. 


HAIR GOODS 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN REQUIRING 
WIGS, TOUPEES, BANGS 
WAVES, SWITCHES, &c. 


Should inspect our stock. The very latest styles in stock 
or made to order. 

Ladies’ Hair Dressing Parlors always open. Only firet- 
clase artists employed. 

Hair ornaments of all kinds. 


DORENWEN D'S 


Send for illustrated catalogues. 











Prices low. 





Cc. Stedman Fieroe, 3 King Street Fast, Toronte 
Pleating and Pinking, Flut- 
ing and Machine Stitching. 
Manicure, Massage and Toilet 
Goode. Canadian Girls have 
Lovely Oomplexions. Yes, 
and they know better than 
to daub it up and fill the 
pores with all the quack stv ff 
that is put on the market for 
sale. Girls, leave it alone, ae 
ou have the name now of 
oveliness. Don’t believe this 
pure, fresh Canadian air is al! 
bad and wants protecting so 
not to kise your cheeks; not 
one bit of it. Don’t believe 
ci = it; don’t try it, then you 

won’t rueit. More of thie bracing fresh, pure Canadian 
air is what you want; it is pure, not bottled up at 100 in 
small parcels. We mothers and wives, with care and 
family duties, sicknets and age, want massage and pure 
Lambs’ Wool Oil,some Skin Food and a few wrinkles 
brushed out, but no bleaches’ I do not believe in them. 
They are never prescribed by anyone with a knowledge of 
Dermatology or a practicing physician, so don’t use 
bleaches. I tryand have on hand the best Toilet goods 
thati to be had, made by those long inthe business, and 
these goode have been here on trial for twenty years, and 
we know what they will do. Send for price list of goods. 

CQ. STEDMAN FIEROE. 








REMOVAL = = 
ELDRIDGE STANTON 
Has removed his Photographic Studio to 


11 King Street West 


HERBERT E. SIMPSON 
PHOTOGRAPHER 
143 Oollege Street - - Toronto 


8apv DOOR WEST OF QUEEN 8T. AVENUE 
Successor to late Noruan & Frasur. 











ESTABLISHED 1843. 





PRICES. 


MODERATE 


Mr. Score is at present in 








Around Town. 


Continued from Page One. 
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was once the cause of its Waterloo. Its very 
prosperity in Toronto, a city which so long had 
been regarded as Tory in its traditions and in- 
tentions, is likely to bring about a defeat as 
disastrous as its recent victories have been 
signal. I have been told—and as one ontside 
of the faith Imay have been misled—that within 
ayear when the Liberal party was looking for a 
standard bearer Dr. Ogden was not anxi 
ous to run, and the late Mr. Bigelow made his 
popularity by accepting a forlorn hop>. After 
the nomination of a Conservative candidate 
who was not considered strong, Dr. Ozden was 
quite willing to offer himself but was 
to> late, for Mr. Bigelow—of whose memory 
we all speak in the kindliest terms, of whose 
memory I personally should desire to speak in 
gentle terms, for he was a personal friend of 
my own—was too strong and was given the 
banner of the party to carry. At the conven- 
tion held on Tuesday night Dr. Ogden appears 
to have again been a candidate for something 
which appeared to him easy, and was suc-ess- 
ful by a very narrow majority. It is likely 
that the Liberal party as well as the Conserva- 
tive party is not hungering after men who are 
only looking for ‘‘ easy snap3,” and he may be 
very much misled in th> idea that Toronto is 
easily won. Of course the lists appear to be 
so ne fifteen hundred more in their favor than 
in the Kent-Bigelow election, but as Dr. Ogden 
won his nomination by the slim majority of 
ten it proves that heis by no means the unanim- 
ous choic> of the Liberals and that he by no 
means represents their impulses—whatever 
they may be, and the Lord only knows. Noth- 
ing is impossible in Toronto in its present tem 
per and Conservatives have no reason to feel 
assured that he may not be beaten, but there 
is no “‘easily beaten” in this race, divided as 
the Reformers are. No man can sound the 
dapths of Toronto's discontent, but one thing 
is evident to everybody, that if the local fight 
is not won by the Conservatives there is no 
guessing who can win in any contest to come. 


silk and lace with yellow velvet sleeves ; Miss 
Mack of St. Catharines, white /faille with 
yellow chiffon and flowers ; Miss Carrie Mack, 
white silk with large butterfly bow of orange 
silk; Miss Hamilton of Port Credit, ecru 
merveilleux with handsome lace ; Miss Daisy 
Ince, white fuille with lisse ; Miss Mabel Ince, 
a pale shade of pink with fawn velvet trim- 
ming ; Miss May Bostwick, Nile green striped 
gauze with girdle and trimming of crushed 
roses ; Miss Maud Flemming, white silk with 
lisse ; Miss O. White, yellow silk and chiffon ; 
Mrs. J. Cameron, white silk and lace ; Miss K. 
Ryan, rose colored faille with black lace ; 
Mrs, Jardine-Thomson looked hands»me in 
fancy velvet and Irish point lace with silver 
trimming; Mrs. George Holmstead was in 
black satin with velvet sleeves and wore scarlet 


* * 

Radicalism is born of hard times. That we 
have had a certain amount of hard times in 
Toronto is undeniable, but the reason is to 
b2 found in the real estate speculation, not in 
the political government of the country nor in 
the tariff. That we have aright to ask much 
from Sir Oliver Mowat is true ; that we can 
reasonably expect much would bea falsification 
of history. If Conservative Toronto permits 
Dr. Ogden, who has no ciaim except a long and 
not particularly useful membership of the 
School Board, to overwhelm Dr, Ryerson, we 
may expect any sort of a political revulsion in 
Dominion affairs, 


* * : 
If the division of the party as shown in the | fl»wers; Miss Jardine-Thomson was charming 
convention does not broaden into an open in a most graceful Empire gown of cream crepe 


de chine and silk with pearls; Miss Bridgland 


rupture we may expect as usual the Grit party : . 
was a piquante figure in bright red, which well 


to poll itself asa solid mass, and if there is 
money enough behind the machine, repeaters 
to be present at every poll. Dr. Ryerson’s 
friends will have to exart themselves to the 
utmost to prevent him from being overwhelmed 
by fraud on one hand, and apathy on the 
other. Apathy is the deadliest enemy of those 
who are progressive, and it may be found as 
Dr. Ryerson’s enemy and Dr. Ozden’s friend. 
As one who believes that Conservative doctrine 
is the soundest in Canada to day, permit me to 
urge that this contest may be made either the 
end of the Grit hope of capturing Toronto or 
the sun-set of Conservative ambition in this 
city. Don. 


wore white; Miss Bain was very pretty in pink 
brocade; Miss B. Parsons wore white silk; 
Miss Nellie Parsons was in pink; Mrs. Hamil- 
ton Merritt wore pale blue silk and pink roses 
and was very prettily coiffee; Miss Livingstone 
wore mauve with pansies ; 


blue; Mrs. Moss wore black chiffon with 
yellow chenille embroidery ; Mrs, J. E. Thomp- 
son was in black silk and lace with a gold 


Thompson wore white; Miss Marling, a pretty 
mauve; Miss L'llie Webb of Brighton wore 
pale blue brocaded satin with cream silk lace, 
en berthe, and cream roses; Miss McNamara 
was in cream merveilleux with corsage and 





Social and Personal. 





The usual immense gathering wa: to be seen 
at Osgoode Hall on Friday of last week, when 
the handsome building was thrown open to the 
merry throng who never fail to respond to the 
invi‘ation of the men of law. Everywhere one 
turned were groups of bright-eyed girls, stately 
chaperones and cavaliers, eager or subdued as 
the case demanded. ‘The Grenadiers’ Band, 
under Mr, Waldron, played in the gallery of 
the Library, and gave us quite anumber of new 
pieces. I noticed that Government House 
Waltz has become very well known among our 
dancing set, and also that Mr. Waldron’s 
arrangement of it is very attractive. Corlett 
played in Convocation Hall, where many pre- 
ferred to dance and sit out in the gallery, 
and Marcicano discoursed sweet sounds 
in the Law Schools, where those who 
knew a thing or two assembled. By the way, 
several pretty articles of jewelry were lost at 
the ball. Onaelady mourned the lossof a lovely 
stick pin, and a gold scarf pin, set with bril 
liants, was picked up. If anyone who has found 
or loit pretty bijouterie would go or send to 
the caretaker, 188 Bathurst street, they might 
not regret it. Supper was served in the ro 
tunda in very tempting array by Webb, and as 
the arrangement of tables permitted great free- 
dom of access, a large number were able to be 
served at the same time. How shall I begin to 
mention the pretty women and their deligntful 
gowns? They flitted about in a kaleidoscope 
chaos of smiles, silks and chiffon, fairly be 
wildering. Mrs, Walter Barwick wore a most 
beautiful white satin, witha deep fall of very 
rare lace, en berthe. Mrs, Frank Arnoldi’s gown 
was of gold brocade, with violet velvet sleeves, 
Miss A. Milligan was very handsomely gowned 
in pure white silk with white ribbons and lace ; 
Mrs, J. F. MacIntyre, white silk with antique 
lace; Mrs. J. Macoun wore white faille and 
carried an exquisite bunch of calla lilies ; Miss 
Pate was in fancy silk trimmed with pink; 
Miss May Hughes wore Nile green and shell 
pink silk with roses; Miss Lamport wore a 
very becoming pale blue silk with sleeves of 

golden brown velvet ; Mrs. Wilcox of Picton, 
handsome white corded silk with ruby plush 
cloak faced with pink surah ; her sister, Miss 
Jenny Carter, geranium red silk with em 
broidered lisse; Miss Knowlson of Lindsay, 
white silk with lace; Mrs. R. A, Pyne, dainty 
blue silk with handsome silver trimming ; 
Miss Cameron, rose pink pongor silk with 
zouave jacket embroidered in gold ; Miss Low 
of Ottawa, primrose colored silk with velvet : 
Miss Laura S. Wise, a mauve gown with 
Chantilly lace ; Miss Victoria Mason, turquoise 
blue crepon with loops of velvet and jeweled 
tr mming ; Miss Bortha Grantham, white silk 
with lace and white ribbon coiffure ; Miss 
Jean White of Woodstock was in white corded 


pretty pink merveilleux trimmed with passemen 
terie, and is one of the season’s most charming 


Corby of Belleville were much admired; Miss 
F, Sullivan, a pretty blonde, wore buttercup 
faille and chiffon; Miss Munroe, a pretty 
flowered silk; Miss Kertland wore white silk 
and green velvet; Miss Gertrude Temple wore 
black and pink; Mrs. J. McDougall was richly 
gowned in black and cream brocade with velvet 
and lace ; Mrs.Grantham wore black and gold; 
Mrs. Mu!ock, a stately gown of brocade and 
Mrs. Douglas Armour wore a biack 
gown with sleeves of pale blue and fine black 
lace; Mrs. Harry Scholfield was very attractive 
in a rich white silk with white flowers and 
lace; Mrs. B>isseau wore black corded silk 
with lilies of the valley. 


* 

The next crush will b> at Trinity College 
annual conversazione, for which 
are out for February 7. 
Trinity who is of the beau monde, and every- 
one enjoys the annual dance in the picturesque 
and rambling college. 


velvet; 


Miss Walls of Chicago is the guest of Miss 
Kate Ryan. 


. 
Mr. George Bruenech, the dainty water-color 
Southern States. He will return to Toronto 
about June 1 


in honor of Mrs, Conger of Chicago, was a 
stylish affair and was attended by a large 
assembly of the elite. The gracious hostess 
received ina stately gown of rich black bro. 
caded satin ; pretty Miss Drayton was simply 
gowned, and looked as she always does, very 
sweet and smiling ; the two younger daughters | 
of the home, Misses Jeannette and Olive, pre- 
sided at a dainty refreshment table, and looked 
girlish and bright in shell pink frocks, while | 
wee Miss Zaidee, in a dainty little cream | 
dress, flitted about among the gues's. Among | 
those present I remarked: Mr. and Mrs. Cock- | 
burn, Mr. and Mrs. Wood, Mr. and Mrs, Harry 
Drayton, Mr. Ridout, Mrs, Alexander Cameron, 
Mrs. Conge~, Mrs.|Alfred Cameron, Mrs. Moffatt, 
Mra. Sweeny, Mrs. Sweatman, Mrs O'R ‘illy, 
Mrs. Cecil Gibson, Mr, Cawthra, Miss Laing, 
Mr, Fred Laing, Chevalier, Mrs, 
Thompson, Mr. Ernest Thompson, Mrs. Clark 
son, Mrs. Herbert Mason, Miss Mason, Mra. 
Cesare Marani, Miss Hannaford, and the Misses | 
Seymour. 


and Miss | 


Miss Powell of 44 Wellington place gave an 


THR CANDIDATES 





suited her dark hair and eyes; Mrs, George | 
Kappele wore black and yellow, a rich confec- | 
tion of silk, lace and velvet; Miss Gunther | 


Miss Paemie | 
Smith was dainty and pretty in white and | 


spangled guimpe and sleeves; Miss Gertrude | 


tablier of pearls ; Miss Maud McNamara worea | 


debutantes; Miss Pemberton of Kincardine | 
wore buttercup satin; Miss Lingham and Miss | 


invitations | 
Everyone goes to 


artist, has gone fora four months visit to the | 


Mrs. Drayton's tea on Wednesday, which was | 


| Brown, white silk with moss green velvet; 


| Se& green 


| Lee, 


| Waldie, 
Bruce, McDonald, Moore and others, 


FOR THE 


Dr. G. Sterling Ryerson, 


Conservative. 


elegant progressive euchre party last, Tuesday 
evening, which was very largely attended. 
Mrs. Powell recaived in buttercup brocade with 
gold passementerie. Miss Powell was prettily 
gowned in yellow and black; Miss Dyas wore 
corn-colored crepon and lace ; Miss Mattie Lee, 
pale green and white lace ; Miss Sophie Michie 
wore cream silk and gold; Miss Bolster, white 
with pale green velvet; Miss Chopitea wore a 
pretty cream lace with velvet sleeves; Miss 
McCaul, pale blue with cream lace and velvet 
sleeves. Among others present were: Misses 
Seales, Michie, Ryan, Wallace (of Chicago), 
Muldrew and Boles, and Messrs. Meharg, 
Meredith, Michie, Johnson, Polson, Wilson, 
Anderson, Little, Matthews, Cunningham, 
Whatmough, and Drs. Mayburry, Dawson, 
| Thistle, Lehmann and Notman. Miss Sophie 
| Michie won the first ladies’ prize, a silver en- 
| graved pin, and Mr. Meredith the gentlemen's, 
| asilver stamp case. The evening closed with 
a recherche supper and dance. 
+ 





| Mrs. and Miss Pellatt were At Hovetoa 
| number of friends last Monday evening, who 
| were invited to meet Miss Jean Holland of 
Oshawa and the Misses Beeton and Wade of 
| Orillia, who are at present visiting in Toronto. 
| Mrs. Pellatt received her guests in the draw- 
ing room, and dancing was indulged in, in the 
spacious morning-room and dining room, to 
very: good music. Flowers and ferns were 
| artistically arranged as decorations, and supper 
| was served in the breakfast-room in a tempt- 
ing style. Mrs, Pellatt wore black and white 
| silk and black lace ; Mrs. R. B. Hamilton looked 
| well in black lace ; Miss Pellatt wore a becom- 
| ing gown of cream surah, with trimmings of 
| gold passementerie ; Miss Holland was in pale 
| blue ; Miss Beeton’s pretty face and figure 





| were admirably set off by a dainty 
| buttercup —_ satin with brown velvet 
| sleeves, and fall of Irish lace; Miss 
| Wade wore a stylish gown; Mrs. Ra!ph 


| Holland wore a pretty mauve gown, with pe- 
| tunia velvet sleeves; Miss Nairn was in pale 
| blue and black: Mrs. Morphy, also a visitor 
from Oshawa, wore a handsome dark silk with 
| gold passementerie ; Miss Morphy wore tur- 
| quoise blue and gray. The Misses Mack of St. 
| Catharines, Miss Dickenson of Ottawa, who 
| wore yellow silk and fawn velvet, and Miss 
| O'Reilly of Hamilton were other guests who 
have lent fresh charms to some of our social 
events this season. Miss Jessie Brodie looked 
; well in c-eam and gold; Mrs, George Shaw wore 
a pretty cream bengaline, with brocaded puffed 
sleeves ; the Misses Nan and Jennie Thompson 
were prettily gowned. Among the gentlemen 
present I remarked: Dr. Crawford Scadding, 
Dr. Capon, Col, R. B. Hamilton, Messrs. W. 
and G. Darby, Mitchell, Evans, Houston, 
Morphy, Holland, F. and H. Pellatt, Thompson 


and others, 
o 


| Mrs. C. V. Ketchum of Gananogue is visiting 


| her father, Hon. S. C. Wood, 

- 
Miss Dickey is the guest of Miss Ida Powell 
| of Wellington place, 


Mrs, J. Taylor gave a very enjoyable At 
| Home on Friday evening, January 20, at her 
residence, 88 John street, Mrs, Taylor wore a 
| handsome gown of black siik, and was assisted 
| in receiving her guests by her daugiater, Mrs. 
Sullivan, who wore a becoming gown of green 
| brocade with velvet trimmings. Among those 





| present were: Miss Mossop of Shelburne, in pale 
blue and tan; Miss McKenna, black silk with 
| old rose velvet; Miss A. McKenna, Empire 
| gown of white silk; Miss Eva Ward wore a 
chic gown of pink duchess satin ; Miss O'Neil 
| of Hamilton, white 


crepon; Miss Minnie 
O'Neil, Nile green crepe de chine, pearl trim- 
ming; Miss McGraw, white silk; Miss Lillie 


Miss Newm 1, pink. silk; Miss Burns, mauve 
silk ; the Misses Healey, pink and white silk ; | 
Misa Rogers, garnet brocade; Miss Alexander, 
silk; Mrs, Waldie, black Jace. 
Among the gentlemen were: Messrs F, | 
Brown and J. Hackett of Hamilton, Victor 
Talbert Thompson, Chadwick, Brown, 
Sullivan, Johnson, Thompson, Meharg, Dunn, 
Bedson, Cheyne, Ryan, Stewart, 


A number of ladies and gentlemen have 
formed a social club under the name of Our 
Party, with Mr, A. G. Mortimer as president. 
Oa Friday evening of Jast week they held their 
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Special reduction in Gloves during the Christmas season. 

Lined Gloves and Silk Knitted Mitte. 

Evening Gloves in all the latest shades to match any 
costume. 

SPECIAL—Suede $1 00; Glace Gloves, 95c. 


Novelties in Parses and Shopping Bags 





Wm. Stitt & Co., 11& 18 King St. Kast 
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fourth weekly At Home, at the residence of the 
Misses O'Connor, 64 Hazelton avenue, when a 
delightful evening was spent. Among those 
present were: Mrs. A. G. Mortimer, Miss 
Cleary, Mrs. and the Misses Smith, the Misses 
Wheeler, Miss E. McGregor, Mr. J. McGregor, 
Messrs. F. R. Abbs, R. J. Thompson, George 
Thompson, Geo. P. Thompson, C. Booth, W. 
Waddell, Miss Alice Waddell, Misses L. and 
Rosalie Aymong, Miss Ruth Ferguson of Brant- 
ford, Mr. A. Aymong, Mr. J. McCabe, Miss 
Wiley, Mr. A. E. Smith and Mr. Bolton. 


* 
Miss Low of Ottawa is the guest of Mrs, R. 
A. Pyne of Gerrard street. 


DECORATING 


We are giving this line special 


Gold 


The gold you have been pay- 


attention. 


i 2 ing $1. or all along we sell for 
Hon, Charles Drury of Crown Hill was in the wo $ 00 fe Ss 
city recently. ‘ '85e. by the single box, and in 


Mr. George Moberly of Collingwood was in 


town lately. larger quantities lower still. 


o 
Mrs, Wilcox of Picton spent a few days re- 
cently with Mrs. J, Cameron of Spadina ave- 
nue, 


Miss Kathleen McCarthy of Barrie has been 
visiting friends in the city. 


January 20th was the twelfth anniversary of 
the opening of St. Mark's church. Special ser- 
mons were preached last Sunday by the Rector, 
Rev. Cherle3 L. Ingles, and by Professor Rigby, 
M.A., of Trinity College. The Rev. T. C. Mack- 
lem, M.A,, addressed the children in the after 








116 Yonge St., cor. Adelaide 





THE 


noon. 
| A most successful entertainment was given WORLD’S FAIR 
on Friday evening, January 20, in the assembly 
hall of the Victoria Industrial School, 
Mimico. The Drum and Bugle Corps of the 


48sh Highlanders drove out in a sleigh, and is all the topic now, and so has 
twenty-two newsboys went by train with 
Superintendent McKim. The concert was 


much applauded by all present. 


been the 


EXHIBITION 


of diamonds, emeralds, rubys, 


The Annual Conversazione of Doric Lodge, 
which was given on Thursday of last week at 
the Masonic Hall, Toronto street, was a most 
pleasant and well arranged event. Some very 
beautiful dresses were worn, and a larger per- 


A 


centage than usual ofpretty faces were seen, pearls and other precious 
even in this winter’s wealth of pretty women, J 
Among the guests I noticed a Pittsburg visitor, stones and pretty novelties 


Miss Ritchie, who was quaintly gowned in red, 
with white ribbons; Miss Hood of Hamilton 
wore a dress of eau de nile with pink 
sleeves; Mra, Major Henderson was in pale 
blue ; Miss Fraser, in a charming mauve gown 
with dark velvet sleeves ; Miss Barry, a very 
| pretty and charming young lady, wore a chic 
little gown of black and pink; Mrs, Spence 
wore pink sa\iin; Mrs, Merritt’s white brocade 
and mauve velvet sleeves charmingly suited 
her bright face and locks touched with 
silver; Miss Macpherson wore white 
Continued on Page Thirteen. 


suitable for wedding gifts in 
the windows of the J. E. Ellis 
Co., Ltd. 


TICKETS 


can be had 


CHICAGO. 


Drink Pure Water 
SUCCESS WATER FILTERS 


The only filter on the market that is clean, simple, durable 
and low priced. 


next door for 
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RICE LEWIS & SON 


(LIMITED) 
King and Victoria Streets TORONTO 





CHRISTMAS 


___SEND FOR ESTIMATES Forany CLASS OF 





Cakes 
Novelties 
Plum 
Puddiags 
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) STO Out of Town. Miss Belliss is the guest of Mrs. Hamilton | fetch the big step ladder down from the attic | refused to keep one position a second at a 
Merritt of King street. and bring it here.” Maria, who had been dis- | time. 
Brantford. Miss Helen Austen is the guest of Miss | turbed at her dinner, gave a grunt of dissatis- 






_ “Td like to have the raisin’ of that boy, I 
just would,” said a sharp-featured woman who 
had her knitting along, 

“I wouldn't mind having a hand in it my- 
self,” said a man who was regarding the young- 


McGuire of Queen street. faction, but ran up three flights of stairs to 
A large number of St. Catharines people | fetch the ladder. In about five minutes she 

visited Niagara Falls last week. returned to the room, panting with her exer- 
Miss Gretchen Clark of Chippawa is visiting | tion. 


Theater-goers experienced an unusual treat 
on Saturday evening, when twoof America’s 
most promising elocutionists made their first 
appearance before a Brantford audience in the 





Christmas season. 


Grand Opera House. Miss Garrison and Miss 
Eva Woodbridge are Detroit young ladies who 
are visiting Mrs, Wellington Hunt and whose 
charming manner and prepossessing appear- 
ance at once win for them the hearts of their 
American papers are loudin their 
praises and those who had the good fortune 
to secure seats for their performance had their 
hopes more than realized. The following pro- 
gramme was rendered with excellent effect: 


listeners, 


PROGRAMME 
1. GARDEN SCRNB FROM HUNCHBACK. 
Julia—Mise Garrison Helen—Miss Woodbridge. 
2, LASCA, 
3. SAMANTHA'S ADVICE TO THE BRIDE. 
4. PAULINE PAVLOVNA, 
S.xene—St. Petersburg. Ball Room of the Winter Palace of 
the Prince. Present time. 


Pauline Paviovoa P 
N 3 } Mies Garrison. 














Miss Benson of Ann street. 


week, 


audience. 


Misses Nelles last week. CHAT, 


Walkerton. 





successful progressive euchre party. 


Miss Egieston. 


ners, 











Judge Benson of Port Hope was in town last | end of the room and climb to the top.” 


Miss E, Pauline Johnson, the famous Indian | at the top Herr B— quietly observed : 
poet reciter, gave a recital at the Collegiate 
Institute here on Friday evening of last week. 
The hall was crowded witha large and delighted 


Miss Ball of Niagara was the guest of the 


On Thursday last Mrs, Green gave a most 
She was 
assisted in receiving by Mrs. Durnford and 
There was a keen contest for 
the very pretty prizes, Mrs. Hay, Mr. Fox, 
Mr. and Mrs. Robertson being the happy win- 
There were some very pretty dresses 
worn : Th» hostess in mauve and black ; Mrs, 


‘*Now,” said Herr B—, “ put it up at that | ster with murder in his eye. 

“Sit still, Johnny dear,” said his mother 
placidly, for the nine hundredth time. 

“Why don’t you call him John? He might 
pay more attention to you then,” said the 
father crossly. 

‘* What’s ina name?” asked the mother, 
** By any other name he would be our Johnny 
still.” 

‘*Then for heaven’s sake give him another 
name,” retorted his pa, “for he hasn’t been 
still a moment with the one he has.” 

Then he plugged his ears with cotton, while 
the other passengers encored his last remark. — 
Detroit Herald, 


Maria did as she was told, and when she was 


‘* Maria, you have now got a better view than 
we have, just look around and see if you can 
see any salt on the table. My wife and I could 
not find it.” 

This settled the business. Maria has never 


— ee 





Wasn't Equal to His Name. 


He was a small boy traveling with his father 
and mother on a train, and the way in which 
he war-whooped up and down the car aisle 
made him a terror to the other passengers. 

“Sit still,” said bis father in a fog-horn voice ; 
“how can I hear myself think when you're 








Discounting Fate. 


Willie Nolan—I wish you would give mea 
good lickin’ right now. 


—_—_. 
NS 








making such a racket ?” 
“There, there, Johnny, dear, you disturb 


Count Sergeus Pavlovich—Miss Woodbridge. 
5. PRO PATRIA BT GLORIA. 
6, THR MISSIONARY MANS BYRS. 
MUSIC, 
The first selection demanded considerable 
dramatic ability and was ably carried out by 


des to match any Teacher—Why, Willie, what have you done ? 
is Willie Nolan—Nothin’; but there's goin’ to be 
pa,” said his fond mother. a circus in town to-morrow an’ I want to enjoy 


But the infant terror kicked and cried and it without any disturbing thought. 
___zxzxzxzx«wle____ SS @lT.eRel|]""_____ ee 


Durnford, white crepon ; Miss Egleston. white 
camel's hair cloth with gold passementerie; 
Mrs. Shaw, black silk with jet trimmings; 
Mrs, Cargill, black satin with diamonds; 
Mrs, Tucker, black and heliotrope ; Mrs. O’Con- 


forgotten the lesson.—Epworth Herald. 








950. 


pping Bags MANUFACTURED 


ing St. Hast 


<A TING 


ine special 


been pay- 
ve sell for 
x, and in 


still, 


HECA 


elaide 


AIR 


so has 


JN 


rubys, 
recious 
velties 
ifts in 


. Ellis 


or for 


er 


le 








the fair elocutionists. Lasca was a sketch of 
Mexican life—a sad little affair of love and 
death—and Miss Garrison thrilled the audience 
by the deep intensity with which she portrayed 
some of the dangers of Mexican prairie life, and 
was loudly encored, giving in response A Fable, 
an amusing story of child-life. Samantha’s 
Advice to the Bride, as the title suggests, was 
quaint and witty, abounding in droll impres- 
sions, and Miss Woodbridge in her old-fashioned 
costume and with shaking curls arranged on 
each side of her face formed an inimitable 
Samantha. She possesses a perfect idea of the 
ludicrous, and rendered the selection with 
amusing cleverness. She was vociferously en- 
cored but refused to respond. Pauline Pavlovna 
was a Russian sketch of the present time. The 
costumes were elegant and suited to the 
surroundings. This was undoubtedly the best 
piece of the evening and each elocutionist 
performed her part with undoubted dramatic 
power. Miss Garrison recited Pro Patria et 
Gloria and The Missionary Man's Eyes with 
exceeding cleverness, the former’ selection 
being a patriotic one, which was rendered with 
true patriotic fervor, and the latter a laugh- 
able child-study, Miss Garrison portraying a 
youthful reprobate with easy grace and child- 
like intensity. Their reappearance in Brant- 
ford will be eagerly looked forward to, and 
Miss Garrison and Miss Woodbridge may feel 
assured of asuccessful elocutionary tour. 
FORTESCUE. 





Flesherton. 


A very pretty wedding occurred here on 
January 11, at the residence of the bride’s 
parents, when Miss Annie Stewart, daughter of 
Mr. George Stewart, was married to Mr. Ezra 
White, also of this place. Rev. Mr. Wells 
officiated, Miss Lizzie Stewart being brides- 
maid and Mr. George White groomsman, 
After the ceremony the guests sat down to an 
elegant dinner, followed by an evening of 
delightful dancing. Among those present 
were: Miss Bush of Markdale, Mrs. Stewart 
of Galt, Miss Vandusen, Miss Damude, Mr. 
and Mrs. Crossley, Mr. and Miss Wright, Mr. 
and Miss Gibson, Mr. Mark Stewart, Miss 
Belle Stewart and Miss Wells. 


—_—_——=- 


St. Catharines. 


One of the most enjoyable events of last 
week was the dance given by Mrs. Chas. I. 
Benson, Ann street. Mr. and Mrs. Benson 
were assisted in receiving the guests by Miss 
Benson, who was becomingly gowned in pink, 
Mrs. Benson wore black silk trimmed with 
lace. Three charming young girls, Miss May 
Benson, Miss Nellie King and Miss Josie Kane 
waited on the guests at supper, which was 
served in the dining-room, Those present 
were : Judge Benson of Port Hope, Mrs. Calvin 
Brown, Mr. and Mrs. J. Hamilton Ingersoll, 
Mrs, W.T. Benson, Dr, and Mrs, Merritt, Miss 
Ingersoll, Miss Eccles, Miss Gretchen Clark, 
the Misses Merritt, the Misses Larkin, the 
Misses Fenton, Miss McLaren, Miss King, 
Miss Annie Nay, Miss Jenkins, Miss Bessie 
Clark, Miss Hurson, Miss Belliss, Miss Daw- 
son, Miss Marion Coy, Miss A. Shaw, Miss 


Roblin’ and Messrs. Reynolds, Collier, 
White, Stuart, McClean, Ramage, Chat- 
terton, King, Anderson of Thorold, 


Dawson, McDonald, Coy, Sangster, Helliwell, 
Dawson and Campbell. Some of the dresses 
worn were very pretty. Mrs, Ingersoll wore 
white silk and chiffon ; Miss Eccles, pink silk ; 
Miss Fenton, mauve and white, trimmed with 
violets ; Miss Dawson, yellow silk, with brown 
velvet sleeves; Miss Burson, pale yellow net 
over silk ; Miss Larkin, green surah silk ; Miss 
Helen Merritt, yellow silk. 

The At Home given by Mrs, S. L. St. John 
last Wednesday afternoon was one of the 
largest and most delightful ones of the season, 
Mrs. Downey and Mrs. C. Downey of Chicago 
and Miss St. John assisted the hostess in 
receiving the gueste, In the dining-room the 
daintiest refreshments were served; Mrs, 
Holmes presided at the tea-table, and those 
who attended were: Miss Rykert, Miss Kate 
Clark, Miss Holmes, Miss McUallum, Miss 
Currie, Miss Larkin, Among the numerous 
guests present were: Mrs, T. R. Merritt, Miss 
Benson, Mrs, Calvin Brown, Mrs, T. L. Helli- 
well, Mrs, J. P. Merritt, Mrs. H. G. Hunt, Mrs, 
Burson, Mrs, Armitage, Mrs. Williams, Mrs, 
Welland Woodruff, Mre, Barnum, Mrs, Fisher, 
Mrs, Henry Carlisle, Mrs. F. O,. Cross, Mrs, 
Dougan, Mrs, Hamilton Merritt, Mrs, H. M. 
Helliwell, the Misses Nelles, Miss Larkin, Miss 
Fenton, Miss Bate, Miss Bessie Clark, Miss 
Marion Coy, Miss Atkinson, Miss Chaplin, 
Miss Margaret Dawson, Miss McLaren, Miss 
Annie Nay, Miss Jenkins, Miss Murray, Miss 
Burson, Miss Ball and many others. 

Miss Cassie Merritt of Oak Hill gave a five 
o'clock tea on Tuesday afternoon in honor of 
Mrs, Calvin Brown of Chicago. 

Mrs, Robert McLaren gave a very pleasant 
tea on Friday in honor of Mrs. Downey of 
Chicago, 

Miss Annie Larkin left on Saturday for an 
extended visit with friends in Baltimore. 





















Miss Carey, yellow satin. 
men present were noticed: H. Cargill, M.P., 
Judge Barrett, A. Shaw, Q.C., Dr. Porter, 
Messrs. F. O'Connor, Robertson, W. McLean, 
Hodder, Fox, Hay, McKee, Klein, Gibson and 
McNamara. JUNE, 








An Old Admirer. 


Scene—A dinner at the Van Ogdens’. 

Reggy Westend ('o himself)—Here’s a sell ! 
They’ve given me the stupidest girl in the 
whole room, I wonder who the little darling 
on my left is. Something deucedly familiar 
about the back of her neck. I wish she'd turn 
her face this way. By Jove! (aloud) Mae! 
Miss Carhart! What a lucky duffer Iam! 

Miss Carhart (coolly)\—Mr. Westend, I be- 
lieve? 

Reggy—You believe? Oh, say, that’s good. 
Have you really forgotten me, or are you just 
angry because I haven't called? I couldn’t, you 
know. I’ve been away. Been out West: across 
the pond: down the Mediterranean: Alaska : 
Calcutta: Buenos Ayres: Japan: Norway: all 
over the place. 

Miss Carhart (languidly)\—And why did you 
come back ? 

Reggy—Really had to ; found I couldn’t live 
without you. Even the Desert of Sahara was a 
barren waste. Yearned for boyhood’s happy 
home and old friends, you know. Aren’t you 
delighted to see me ? 

Miss Carhart (with forced politeness)—I 
am charmed. Tell me some more about Japan, 

Reggy—You don’t act charmed. That ice- 
maiden business reminds me of the first time I 
ever tried to kiss you. Ah, I’m coming up 
some evening this week to talk over those old 
Spoon Lake days. 

Miss Carhart (biting her lip)—Well, really, 
I am out so much, 

Reggy (cheerfully)—Oh, yes, of course, to 
other fellows ; but you won't be tome. Gad! 
I often think of Spoon Lake. Never had such 
ajolly time since. Awfully gone little girl, 
eh? And I was head over heels in love myself. 
Never were engaged though ; were we ? 

Miss Carhart (raising her voice)—And so you 
spent six months in Italy? (In a lower tone)— 
I should hope not. 

Reggy—Who said anything about Italy? 
You didn’t “hope not” once. Neither did I. 
I was quite in earnest. Oh, you needn’t lift 
your eyebrows ; I was, I assure you. 

Miss Carhart—Yes, I like Americans Abroad 
better than Aristocracy. 

Reggy—Bother Americans Abroad! What's 
the matter with you, Mae? I don't know what 
to make of you. You used to be the sweetest 
and most friendly little girl, Never knew any- 
one so affectionate, Awfully changed now| 
Perhaps you don't like my beard? I'll shave it 
oft! If I could touch your hand just once 
under the table: here’s mine, dear. 

Miss Carhart—Oh, the acting is much better. 

Reggy—What acting? Oh, Mae, how can 
you be socruel! Let us kiss and be friends 
again. ‘* Should old flirtations be forgot,” you 
know. Your heart was all mine once ; why 
can’t I have a little corner of it now ? 

Miss Carhart— Yes, we still live on the cor- 
ner. (In a whisper) O, hush ; do hush ! 

Reggy— What for? Mrs. Van Ogden knows 
what spoons—— 

Miss Carhart (desperately)—Do be quiet! 
I'm engaged, if you must know it ! 

Regay—Engaged! ByJove! Andto whom? 

Miss Carhart (bitterly)—To the man on the 
other side of me. And he has very good ears ! 

Reggy—O—h—er-I say, you know. Awfully 
sorry! All a joke; never met you before! 
Mistook you for Miss—er—Miss—er— Miss 
Wabash of Chicago. Deucedly pretty girl. 
Looks just like you. Beastly blunder ! 

Miss Carhart—A horrible blunder! Guides 
are so careless, If he had let you fall into that 
crevasse on the Matterhorn ! 

Reggy (fervently)—By Jove, I wish he had ! 
—Life. 











Gave Maria a Lesson 





Evidently there is no servant girls’ protective 
union in London, or, if there is, the young 
woman mentioned below did not belong to it. 
Think of such a thing happening to one of our 
own toplofty servant girls! A Germar mer- 
chant in London has a servant who at first was 
very forgetful. 

Thies fault was especially annoying at meal 
times, when something essential was sure to 
be lacking from the table. One day the family 
were seated at the table, and the bell was rung 
as usual, The airl hurried to the dining-room. 

“ Maria,” said Herr B——, “just run and 


nor, yellow satin and black lace ; Mrs. Barrett, 
black silk and jet ; Mrs. Hodder, pale blue silk 
and crepon ; Mrs. Robertson, figured cream de- 
laine; Mrs. Gibson, black silk and jet; Mrs, 
G. P. Hay, pale blue silk, with velvet sleeves; 
Mrs, E. Kerr, white cashmere, with gold passe- 
menterie ; Miss Shaw, black lace and silver ; 
Mrs. Porter, cream figured delaine ; Mrs. Mc- 
Namara, black and silver; Mrs, Fox, black 
satin and lace; Mrs, Klein, black silk and jet ; 
Among the gentle- 









A Fashionable Dressing Case. 


Many people travel for years and rely either 
on the brushes and combs supplied by the 
hotels or on their own, carried loose in their 
travelling bag, which, when required, are 
always to be found at the bottom of the bag. 

H. E, CLARKE & Co., to obviate this uncom- 
fortable state of affairs, have imported a large 


variety of Dressing Cases similar to the illus- 


ey 


tration that carry all the requisites for either a 
iady’s or a gentleman’s toilet, and they are ad- 
mitted by all who have used them to be as 
necessary for a traveller’s comfort as an over- 
They are to be had at 
prices ranging from $3.50 to $50 at 


H.F.CLARKE & COv’S 
105 King Street West 


coat or warm shawl. 
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“A Toronto Silver Plate Co. 


i TORONTO, CANADA 


S " ene Ont HH HPT rue AP ? 
HOW TO CLEAN 


SILVER OR ELECTRO 
SILVER PLATE 


Select a fine, soft chamois, to be used for Silverware 
only, moisten the article to be cleaned with Electroine and 
carefully rub of with the chamois, and it ie ready for use. 
Do not use whiting or other powder containing grit, as it 
will destroy the polish and plating. 


THE FACTORIES AND SALESROOMS OF 


Tne Toronto Silver Plate Co. 


ARE AT 
570 King St. West, Toronto, Canada 


E. G. GOODERHAM, Manager. 
INO. C. COPP, Sec.-Treas. 








NEXT THE MAIL BUILDING 


A RARE SNAP 


UR firm having this week purchased, FOR CASH, 
from the liquidator of the estate of a large wholesale 
manufacturing firm the whole of their new and very 

choice stock of Furniture at 60 cents on the dollar on their 
cost, will, for the next two months, sell same at special low 
prices and allow off all net purchases 20 per cent. discount. 
As our present stock is the newest in the city, and includes 
the latest designs in Sideboards, Bed Suites, Hall Racks, 
Tables, Cabinets, Desks, and a very choice variety of Up 
holstered Goods, this gives buyers a rare chance to get 
genuine bargains. 





- Furniture . . 


At 20 Per Cent. 


Less Than Manufaeturers’ 





20 
PER 
CENT. 








Wholesale Priees 





THE TORONTO FURNITURE SUPPLY CO. 


Nore.—To meet the convenience of our customers desiring to take 
advantage of this special sale, we will store goods, without charge, 
for 60 days, they paying Io per cent. on their purchase.—T. F. S. Co. 
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BEST VALUE IN 
CANADA 


NET VALUE... 


$29.90, 


ONLY 


SSS FOR SALE BY 


—— Lay Sy) 
Na S ) 
BD a =t 


King Street West. 


HANDSOME, EXTRA HEAVY 


SOLID OAK CHEVAL BEDROOM SUITE 


Bevelled Mirror; Bed 6 feet 1 inch high 


TORONTO FURNITURE SUPPLY CO. 


Next the Mail Building 


56 King Street West 
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CHAPTER I. 
THE RAIN SET EARLY IN TO-NIGHT. 

It had been raining all the morning, and it 
was raining still, in that feeble and desultory 
manner which presages a change of some kind, 
when the postman came with the long-expected 
Indian letter. 

He was later than usual. It was nearly two 
o’clock, and Isola had been watching for him 
since one, watching with an unread book in 
her lap and her untasted luncheon upon the 
table. She had been sitting by the open win- 
dow, looking out at the wet landscape, the 
glistening hedge-row and dull gray river, with 
the great green hill beyond, a steep slope of 
meadow land, dotted with red cattle, and so 
divided by hedge-rows as to look like a Titanic 
chessboard. 

At last she heard the familiar tread of the 
postman’s heavy boots, and saw his shining 
oilskin hat moving above the edge of the 
hollies, and heard the click of the iron latch as 
he came into the little garden. 

She called to him from the window, and he 
came tramping across the sodden grass and 
put her letters into her outstretched hand. 

One from her married sister in Cadogan 


BY THE AUTHOR. a 
hedge-row now and then, as she swung it to 
and fro in dreamy thought. 

A long, lonely winter to look forward to—a 
winter like the last—with her books and draw- 
ing-board, and her cottage piano, and the cat 
and the fox-terriers, and Tabitha for her dally 
companions. There were a few neighbors 
within a radius of half a dozen miles, who had 
been very civil toher; whocalled upon her say 
once in six weeks ; who sometimes invited her 
toa stately dinner party, and sometimes at 
a suspiciously short notice, which made her 
feel she was wanted to fill a gap; who made 
her free of their tennis lawns ; and who talked 
to her on Sundays after church, and were al- 
ways very particular in enquiring for any news 
from India. There was not one among them 
for whom she cared; not one to whom she 
would have liked to pour out her thoughts 
about Keats or Shelley, or to whom she would 
have confided her opinion of Byron. She liked 
Bulwer’s Audley Egerton better than any of 
those flesh and blood neighbors. She was 
happier sitting by her chimney corner with a 
novel than in the best society available within 
a drive of Trelasco, 

She struck off the high road into a lane, a lane 


lace. That would keep. And one—the long- | that led to the base of a wilder hill than that 
fooked-for Indian letter, which she tore open 
eagerly, and read hurriedly, devouring the | 
close lines in the neat, black penmanship, with | ; . hey 
its decided up and down strokes and legible p i 
characters, so firm, so strong, so straightfor- 
ward, like the pature of the man who wrote | 
the letter. 
The tears sprang to her eyes as she came to 
the end, and her hand crushed the thin paper 
in a paroxysm of vexation or despair. 
‘* Six months—-perhaps a year before he can | 
come back, and I am to go on living here— | 
alone, unless I like to send for a girl, whose face 
I never saw, to keep me company and cheer me 
with her good spirits. I want no strange girls. 
I want no one’s good spirits. I hate people 
with good spirits. I want him, and nobody but | 
him! It is hard that we should be parted like | 
this. I should have gone with him, in spite of 
| 
| 





all the doctors in Christendom.” 

She relented towards the letter which her | 
feverish hand had ysed so badly. She| 
smoothed out the flimsy paper carefully with 
that pretty little hand, and then she re-read 
the husband's letter, so full of grave tender- | 
ness and fond, consoling words. | 

He was with his regiment in Burmah, and 
the present aspect of things gave him no hope | where the red cattle were grazing. The crest 
of veing able to return to England for the next | of the nil] was common land, and dark fir trees 
half year, and there was no certainty that the made a waving line against the autumn oky 
half year might not be stretched into a whole | and the view fromthe summit was wide and 
year. The separation could not be more irk- varied, with a glimpse of the great brown cliffs 
some te his dearest Isola that it was to him, | ang the dark gray cea far off to the west, to 


ia 


Lord Lostwithiel stood 


her husband of little more than a year; but | that dim distance where the Dodman shut off 


not for worlds would he have exposed her to| the watery way to the new world. On the 
the risks of that climate. He took comfort in | jandward slope of that wild-looking ridge,was 
thinking of her in the snug little Cornish nest, | the Mount, Lord Lostwithiel’s place, un- 
with his good Tabitha. inhabited for the greater part of the year ex- 
Isola kissed the letter before she put it in her cept by servants, his lordship being the very 
pocket, and then she looked round the room | jast kind of man to bury himself alive in a 
rather dolefully, as if the Cornish nest were | remote Cornish fastness, along day’s journey 
not altogether paradise. And yet it was &/ from the London theaters and the Thames 
pretty little room enough, half dining-room, | yacht Club. 
half study, with well bound books on carved| Who was Lord Lostwithiel? Well, in the 
oak shelves, and photographs and bright | estimation of Trelasco he was the only noble- 
draperies, and cosily cushioned bamboo chairs, | man in England, or say that he was to all 
and a bird cage and Persian cat, and the garden | other peers as the sun to the other planets. 
outside was not flowerless, even on the thres-| He belonged to Trelasco by reason of his large 
hold of winter. The purple blossoms of the | janded estate and the accident of his birth, 
veronica were untouched by frost; there were | which had taken place at the Mount, and 
pale tea roses gleaming yonder against the | although his character and way of life were 
dark gloss of holly and laurel. There were | not altogether satisfactory to the village mind, 
star-shaped singie dahlias of vividest red, like | Trelasco made the best of him. 
spots of flame; and close under the window, Isola Disney climbed the hill, an easy matter 
jast splendor of departed summer, the waxen | to light-footed twenty. She stood amidst the 
chalice of a lilium auratum trembled on its/ tall fir columns, and looked down at the 
tall stem and filled the room with perfume. November landscape, very distinctly defined in 
Che rain was over—the monotonous drip, | the soft, gray atmosphere. She could see the 
drip, which had irritated Isola’s nerves all plough moving slowly across the red earth in 
that morning, had ceased at last. Sle left the | the fields below, the clumsy farm horses, white 
modest little lunch untouched upon the table, | against the deep, rich red. She could see the 
and went out into the hall, where her hat and | winding river, blueish gray, batween its wil- 
jacket hung handy for any impromptu ramble. | Jowy banks, and far off towards Fowey wooded 
No need to look a‘ oneself in the glass before | hills, where the foliage showed orange and 
going out of doors, at |wenty years of age, and | tawny and russet and dun color between the 
in such a place as Trelasco. Isola took her | blue-gray water and the pale, gray sky. 
stick from the stand,a green orange stick, She loved this wild, lonely hill, and felt her 
boughtin the sunny South,on her way to| spirits rise in this lighter atmosphere as she 
Venice with her husband last year, a leisurely | stood resting against the scaly trunk of the 


trip, which had been to them asa second fir, with the wind blowing her hair. It was a! 
| 


honeymoon af‘er a few happy months of wed- | relief to escape from the silence of those empty 
lock, Then had come the sadness of parting, | rooms, where she had only the sleepy Persian 
and a swift and lonely return journey for the | cat or the hyper-intelligent fox-terrier for com. 
young wife—a lonely return to the Angler's | pany. There was a longer and more picturesque 
Nest, Trelasco, that cosy cottage between Lost-| way home than that by which she had 
withiel and Fowey, which Major Disney had | come. She could descend the other side of the 
bought and furnished before his marriage. He | hill, skirt the gardens of the Mount by a path 
was a son of the soil,and he had chosen to | that led through the park, and which was free 
pi ch his tent in that remote spot forthe sake | to foot passengers. It was one of her favorite 
of old associations, and from a fixed belief that | walks, aud she was so accustomed to seeing 
there was no locality of equal merit for health, | the shutters closed at the great house that she 
b-auty, and all other virtues which a man | never expected to meet anyone more alarming 
should seek in his home. than a farm servant or @ cottager's child upon 
Isola rarely touched that stick without re- | the footpath. 
membering the day it was bought—a rainy day 
in Milan—just such a day as this, alow, gray | side, and that wide expanse of undulating turf, 
sky, and an oppressive mildness of atmosphere. | with an occasional clump of choice timber, 


She remembered with the sick pain that goes | upon the other. The house stood on higher ; 


with long partings how she and her husband | ground than the park, and was hemmed in and 
had dawdled away an afternoon in the Victor | hidden by shrubberies that had overgrown the 
Emmanuel Gallery, buying handkerchiefs and | intention of the landscape gardener who plan- 
neck ties, a book or two, a collection of photo- | ned them. Only the old gray stone gables, 
graphs, and finally the orange stick, with their heavy slabs of slate, and the tall 

She went out to walk down her depression | clustered chimneys, showed above the copper 
b fore tea-time, if possible. She went alonga/| beeches, and deodaras, the laurels, and 
n«rrow path tothe river, then turned into a| junipers, and Irish yews, and the shining 
road that skirted those green pastures which | masses of arbutus with their crimson berries 
rose sheer till the ragged edge of the topmost | gleaming amongst the green. Isola had never 
boundary seemed to touch the dim, gray sky. | seen that old Manor House nearer than she 
She passed the village inn, deadly quiet at this | saw it to-day, from the psth which was a 
season and at this hour. She passed the half. | public rightof way through the park. She 
dozen decent co‘tages, and the three or four | knew that the greater part of the building 
genteeler houses, each in its neatly kept | dated from the reigu of Charles II., but that 
gsrden, and she walked with quick, light step | there were older bits, and that about the whole, 
along the wet road, her useful tailor-gown | and about the ancient rooms and passeges most 
well clear of the mud, her stick striking the | especially there were numerous legends and 








There was a thick chestnut copse upon one ! 


traditions and historical associations, not with- 
out the suspicion of ghosts. The Mount was 
not a show place, like the home of the Treffrys 
at Fowey, and of late years it had been very sel- 
dom inhabited, except by certain human fossils 
who had served the house of Hulbert for two 
generations. She had often looked longingly 
at those quaint old gables, those clustered 
stone chimneys, likening the house amidst its 
overgrown shrubberies to the Sleeping 
Beauty's Castle, and had wished that she were 
on friendly terms with one of those drowsy 
old retainers, 

“I dare say ifI were daring enough to open 
one of the doors and goinI should find them 
all asleep,” she thought, ‘‘ and I might explore 
the house from cellar to garret without awaken- 
ing anybody.” She was too depressed and dis- 
appointed to-day to give more than a careless, 
unseeing glance at those many gables as she 
walked along the muddy path beside the drip- 
ping copse. The chestnut boughs were nearly 
bare, but here and there a cluster of bright 
yellow leaves were still hanging, shining like 
pale gold in the last watery gleams of the sun ; 
and though the leaves were lying sodden and 
brown among the rank, wet grass, there were 
emerald mosses and cool, green ferns, and red 
and orange fungi to give color to the fore- 
ground, and to the little vistas that opened 
here and there amidst the tangle of underwood. 

Those final yellow gleams were fading low 
down in the western sky as Isola turned her 
face towards the river and the Angler's Nest, 
and just above that pale radiance of a watery 
sunset there stretched a dense black cloud, like 
a monstrous iron bar, which she felt must 
mean mischief, She looked at that black line 
apprehensively. She was three miles from 
home, without waterproof cloak or umbrella, 
and with no available shelter within three- 


bareheaded in the rain. 


quarters of a mile. 

She quickened her pace, watching the fading 
es and lowering cloud, expecting thunder, 
' lightning, hail, she knew not what. A sud. 
den deluge resolved ali her doubts. Torrential 
rain! That was the meaning of the inky bar 
above the setting sun. She looked round her 
helplessly. Should she dart into the copse, 
and try to shelter herself amidst those leafless 
twigs, those slender withies and saplings? 
Better to face the storm and plod valiantly on. 
Her neat little cloth gown would not be much 
the worse for a ducking, her neat little feet 
were accustomed to rapid walking. Should 
she run? No; useless when there were three 
miles to be got over. A brisk, steady tramp 
would be better. But brave as she was, that 
fierce rain was far from pleagant. It cut into her 
eyes and blinded her. She had to grope her 
way along the path with her stick. 

**Pray let me take you to the house,” said a 
| voice close beside her, a man’s voice, low and 
deep, and with the ac ents of refinement. 
| Could one of Lord Lostwithiel’s fossilized 
servants talk like that? Impossible. She 
looked up, as well as she could under that 
blinding downpour, and saw a tall man stand- 
ing beside the pathway with his back to the 
copse. Like Rosalind, he was more than com- 
mon tall, and of slim, active figure. He was 
pale, and wore a short dark beard, and the eyes 
which iooked at Isola out of the pale thin face 
were very dark. That was about as much as 
she could see of the stranger in the November 
dusk, 

“Pray, let me persuade you to come to the 
house,” he said urgently. ‘“ You are being 
drenched, It is absolutely dreadful to see any- 
body out in such rain, and there is no other 
shelter within reach. Let me take you there. 
My housekeeper will dry your hat and jacket 

| for you. I ought to introduce myself, perhaps. 
Iam Lord Lostwithliel.” 

She had guessed as much. Who else would 
spesk with authority in that place? She 

| dimly recalled a photograph, pale and faded, 
| ofa tall man in a yeomanry uniform, seen in 
somebody's album ; and the face of the photo- 
graph had been the same elongated oval face— 
with long thin nose, and dark eyes a shade too 
near together, which was looking down at her 
anxiously now. 

She felt it would be churlish to refuse shelter 
80 earnestly offered, 

** You are very kind,” she faltered. ‘‘ Iam 
| sorry to be so troublesome, I ought not to 
| have come so far in such doubtful weather.” 

; She went with him meekly, waiking her 
| fastest under the pelcing rain, which was at 
| her back now as they made for the house. 

** Have you really come far?” he asked. 
‘From Trelasco. I live at the Angler's 
| Nest, a@ cottage by the river. You know it, 

perhaps?” 

“Yee. I know every house at Trelasco. 
Then you are staying with Mrs. Dianey, I pre- 
sume?” 

**T am Mrs. Disney.” 

‘“You?” with intense surprise. “I beg 
your pardon. You are so young. I imagined 
Mrs, Disney an older person,” 

He glanced at the girlish figure, the pale, 
delicate face,and told himself that his new 
acquaintance could scarcely be more than 
nineteen or twenty. He had met Major Dis- 
ney,@ man who looked about forty—a lucky 
fellow to have caught such a pretty bird » 
this. 

They had reached the shrubbery by this 
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TOO HIGHLY OF THEM. 


time, and were hurrying along a winding walx 
where the rain reached them with less violence. 
The narrow walk brought them into a broad 
gravel path in front of the house. Lostwithiel 
opened a half-glass door, and led Mrs, Disney 
into the library, a long, low room, full of curi- 
ous nooks and corners, formed by two deep 
chimney-pieces, and by the projecting wings 
of the heavy oak bookcases. Isola had never 
seen any room so filled with books, nor had she 
ever seen a room with two such chimney- 
pieces of’ statuary marble, yellowed with age, 
elaborately carved with cherubic head, 
and Cupids, and torches and _ festal 
wreaths, bows and arrows, lyres and urns. 

A wood fire was burning upon one hearth, 
and it was hither Lostwithiel brought his 
guest, wheeling a large armchair in front of 
the blaze. 

““If you will take off your hat and jacket, 
and sit down there, I'll get my housekeeper 
to attend to you,” he said, with his hand upon 
the bell. 

‘* You are more than kind. I must hurry 
home directly the rain abates a little. I have 
a good old servant who is sure to be anxious 
about me,” said Isola, devouring the room with 
greedy eyes, anxious to take in every detail of 
this enchanted castle. 

She might never enter it again, perhaps. 
Lord Lostwithiel was so seldom there. His 
absenteeism was the lament of the neighbor- 
hood. The things he ought to have done and 
did not do would have filled a book. He had 
been wild in his youth. He had once owned a 
theater. He had done, or was supposed to have 
done, things which were spoken of with bated 
breath, but of late years he had developed new 
ambitions, and had done with theatrical specu- 
lations. He had become literary, scientific, 
political. He was one of the lights of the intel- 
lectual world, or that small section of the intel- 
lectual which is affiliated to the smart world, 
He krew all the clever people in London, and 
a good many of the intellectualities of Paris, 
Berlin and Vienna. He had never married, but 
it was supposed that he would eventually 
marry, before he was forty, and that he would 
make a great match. He was not rich, but he 
was Lord Lostwithiel. He was by no means 
handsome, but he was said to be one of the 
most fascinating men in London. 

Isola pulled off her jacket slowly, looking 
about her all the time, and Lostwithie! forbore 
from cffering her any assistance lest he should 
increase her evident shyness. 





A wood “tre was burning on the hearth. 


A man in pla‘n clothes, who looked more like 
a valet than a butler, answered the bell. 

** Send Mrs, Mayne, and bring tea,” ordered 
his lordship. 

What a slender, girlish form it was which 
the removal of the tweed jacket revealed. The 
slim waist and somewhat narrow shoulders be- 
tokened a delicacy of constitution, The throat 
was beautiful, milk white, the throat of Diana, 
and the head, now the hat was off, would also 
have done for Diana; a small classic head, with 
soft, brown hair drawn smoothly away from 
the low, white brow and rolled into a knot 
at the back. The features were as delicate as 
the complexion, in which there wasno brilliancy 
of coloring, only pale, ivory tints. The eyes 
were dark gray, with long brown lashes, and 
their present expression was between anxiety 
and wondering interest. Lostwithiel was not 
such acoxcomb as to appropriate that look of 
interest. He saw that it was his house and 
not himese)f which inspired the feeling. 
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““You like old houses, I can see, Mrs, 
Disney,” he said, smiling at her. 

“Dearly. They are like poems in brick and 
stone, are they not? I dare say there are 
stories about this room.” 

“Innumerable stories, I should have to 
ransack the Record Office for some of them, 
and to draw upon a very bad memory to a 
perilous extent for others.” 

“Is it haunted ?” 

“Tam not one of thoze privileged persons 
who see ghosts; neither seventh son of a 
seventh son, nor of the mediumistic tempera- 
ment; but I have heard of an apparition per- 
vading the house on occasions, and being seen 
in this room, which is one of the oldest rooms, 
a part of that building which was oncea grange 
appertaining to a certain small monastery, put 
down by Henry VIII., aud recorded in the 
Black Book. As one of the oldest rooms it is 
naturally uncanny; but as I have never suf- 
fered any inconvenience in that line, I make it 
my own particular den.” 

‘“‘I¢ is the most picturesque room I ever 
saw. And what a multitude of books!” ex- 
claimed Isola. 

“Yes, I have a good many books. I am 
always buying, but I find I never have exactly 
the book I want. And asI have no librarian I 
am too apt to forget the books I have, If I 
could afford to spend more of my life at the 
Mount, I would engage some learned gentle- 
man, whose life had been a failure, to take care 
of my books. Are you Cornish, like your hus- 
band, Mrs. Disney ?” 

‘*No. I was born at Dinan.” 

** What! in that medieval Breton city? You 
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are not French, though, I think ?” 

‘“* My mother and father were both English, 
but my sister and I were born and brought up 
in Brittany.” 

Lostwithiel questioned no further. He had 


of France, before Martin went to India.” 


of the place ?” 


for a good many years in a Breton town they | home. I am only tired of solitude. 
have reasons of their own, generally financial, 


for their choice of asettlement. He was a man 


life away.from Londow and Paris. 

The housekeerer made her appearance and | kind.” 
offered her services, She wrung the rain out of 
[sola’s cloth skirt, and wiped the muddy hem, 


out the tea. She wasa very dignified person, | one month of Trelasco dulness, 
treated her masterjas if he had been a demi- 
god. Isola could not be afraid of taking tea in | genial company.” 
this matronly presence, yet she kept looking 
nervously towards the window in front of her, 
where the rain beat with undiminished force, 
and where the darkening sky told of impend- 
ing night. 

**T see you are getting anxious, Mrs. Disney,” | atime. It seems such ages since Martin and I 
said Lostwithiel, who had nothing todo but | said good-bye in Venice. 1 was dreadfully un- 
watch her face, such an expressive face at all | happy at first. I stand almost alone in the 
times, so picturesquely beautiful when touched | world, when I am parted from him.” 
by the flickering light of the low wood fire. ‘“‘ If | @*‘ Your father and mother are dead?” in 


with the point of her stick. 


marriage, with just one interval in the south 
** Then I need not ask if you are heartily sick 


** Indeed, I should not be tired of the cottage 
a shrewd idea that when English people live | or the neighborhood if my husband wero at 
He wants 
me to send for his sister—agirl whois just leav- 
ing school—to keep me company ; but I detest 
who could not have spent six months of his | school girls, and I would much rather be alone 
than endure a perpetual tete-a-tete of that 


“ You are wise beyond your years, Mrs, 
Disney.” Avoid the sister, by all means. She 
She took charge of the jacket and hat, and at | would bore you to death—a scampering, exu- 
Lostwithiel’s suggestion she remained to pour | berant girl, who would develop hysteria after 
Besides, I am 
ina black silk gown and a lace cap, and she | sure you have resources of your cwn, and that 
you would rather endure solitude than uncon- 


Isola sighea and shook her head rather dole- 
fully, tracing the pattern of the Persian rug 


‘*T am very fond of books, and of music,” she 
said ; ‘‘but one gets tired of being alone after 





you have to wait for fine weather you may be | gentlest enquiry. 


here all night, and your good people at home 


would be frantic. 


can be at home in three-quarters of an hour,” 

**Oh, no, Lord Lostwithiel, I couldn't give 
If your housekeeper will 
be so very kind as to lend me acloak and um- 


you so much trouble. 
brella, I can get home very well. And I had 
better start at once.” 

**In the rain, alone, and in the darkness ! 
will be dark before you are homein any case. 


No, Mrs. Disney, if I were to permit such a | to cross, 


thing I should expect Major Disney to call me 
out directlyhe came home, He is in India, I 
think?” 

“Yes. He is with his regiment in Burmah.” 

“* Do you expect.him home soon #” 

‘“*Not very soon; not for six months, or per- 
haps longer. It was that which made me walk 
so far.” 

Lost withiel looked puzzled. 

“*I mean that I was so disappointed by his 
letter—a letter I received to-day—that I went 
out for a long walk to walk down my bad 
spirits if I could, and hardly knew how far I 
was going. It has made me inflict trouble on 
you, and Mrs.——” 

**Mayne. Both Mrs. Mayne and I are de- 
lighted to be of use to you. Order the station 
brougham, Dalton, immediately,” to the man 
who answered his bell. ‘‘The carriage can 
hardly be ready in less than twenty minutes, 
80 pray try todo justice to Mrs, Mayne’s tea.” 

“It is delicious tea,” said Isola, sipping it 
luxuriously, enjoying the fire-low and the 
dancing light upon the richly bound books in 
all their varieties of coloring, from crimson and 
orange tawny to cream vellum. 

She was evidently relieved in her mind by 
the knowledge that she was to be driven home 
presently. 

“If you are really interested in this old 
house you must come some sunny morning and 
let Mrs. Mayne show you over it,” said Lost- 
withiel, establishing himself with his cup and 
aaucer upon the other side of the hearth. 
‘*She knows all the old stories, and she has a 
better memory than I.” 

*“T should like so much to do next summer, 
when my husband can come with me.” 

‘I’m afraid Major Disney won’t care much 
about the old place. He is a native of these 
parts, and must have been here often in my 

father’s time. I shall hope to receive you both, 
if I am here next October for the shooting—but 
there is no need to relegate your inspection of 
the house to a remote future. Come on the 
first tine morning that you have nothing better 
todo. Mrs. Mayne is always at home; and as 
I am always out of doors in the morning you 
can have the house to yourselves and talk 
about ghosts to your hearts’ content.” 

‘Oh, my lord, I hope I know better than to 
say anything disrespectful of the house,” pro- 
tested Mrs. Mayne. 

‘*My dear Mayne, a family ghost is as re- 
spectable an institution as a family tree.” 

Isola murmured some vague acknowledg- 
ment of his civility. She was far too shy to 
have any idea of;taking advantage of his offer. 
To re-enter that house alone of her own accord 
would be impossible. By and by with her hus- 
band at her side, she would be bold enough to 
do anything, to accept any hospitality that 
Lostwithiel might be moved to offer. He 
would invite Martin, perhaps, for the shooting, 
or toa luncheon, or a dinner. She wondered 
vaguely if she would ever possess a gown good 
enough to wear at & dinner party in such a 
house. 

After this there came a brief silence. Mrs. 
Mayne stood straight and prim behind the tea 
table. Nothing would have induced her to sit 
in his lordship’s presence, albeit she had 
dandled him in her arms when there was much 
less of him than of the cambric and fine flannel 
which composed his raiment, and albeit his 
easy familiarity might have invited some for- 
getfulness of caste distinctions. Mrs, Mayne 
fully understood that she was wanted there to 
set the stranger at her ease, and she performed 
her mission ; but even her presence could not 
relieve Isola’s shyness. She felt like a bird 
caught ina net, or fluttering in the grasp of 
some strong but kindly hand. She sat listen- 
ing for carriage wheels, and only hearing the 
dull thumping of her own scared heart. 

And yet he was so kind, and yet he so fully 
realized her idea of high-bred gentleness, that 
she need hardly have been so troubled by the 
situation. She stole a glance at him as he 
stood by the chimney piece, in a thoughtful 
attitude, looking down at the burning logs on 
the massive old andirone. The firelight shin- 
ing on a face above it will often give a sinister 
look to the openest countenance, and to-night 
Lostwithiel’s long, narrow face, dark deep-set 
eyes and pointed beard bad some touch of the 
diabolical in that red and uncertain glow, an 
effect that was but instantaneous, for as the 
light changed the look passed, and she saw 
him as he really was, with his pale and some- 
what sunken cheeks, and eyes darkly grave, of 

D ntleness. 
“Tae oe lived long ‘at the Angler’s Nest, 


Mrs, Disney?” he asked, at lasr. 
“ Nearly a year and a half; ever since my 














thing. 
* And that is very far from Trelasco.” 
‘““They never leave Dinan. The kind of life 
suits them, 


and his English newspapers. People enjoy the 


is a very bad sailor. It would be a risk for her 
If my sister or I were dangerously 
ill, mamma would come. But it would be at 
the hazard of her life. Papa has often told me 
so.” 

‘*And your father, is he a bad sailor?” 

“He is rather worse than mamma.” 

“Then I conclude you were married at 
Dinan?” 

“Oh, yes; I never left Brittany until my 
wedding day.” 

‘““Whata pretty idea. It isasif Major Dis- 
ney had found a new kind of wild flower in 
some nook or cranny of that old gray wall that 
guards the town.” ° 

“ You know Dinan?” 

“There are very few places within easy 
reach of a yachtsman that I don’t know. I 
have anchored in almost every bay between 
Cherbourg and Brest, and have rambled inland 
wherever there was anything worth seeing 
within a day’s journey from the coast. Yes, I 
know Dinan well. Strange to think that I 
may have passed youin the street there. Do 
you sketch, by the way?” 

‘** A little,” 

“Ah, then, perhaps you are one of the young 
ladies I have seen sitting at street corners or 
under archways, doing fearful and wonderful 
things with a box of moist colorsand a drawing 
board.” 

‘The young ladies who sit about the streets 
are tourists,” said Isola, with a look of dis- 
gust. 

‘**T understand. The resident ladies would 
no more do such things than they would sit 
upon the pavement and make pictures of 
salmon or men-of-war in colored chalks, like 
our Metropolitan artists.” 

“*T think I hear a carriage,” said Iscia, put- 
ting down her cup and saucer, and looking at 
her jacket, which Mrs. Mayne was holding be- 
fore the fire. 

* Yes, that is the carriage,” answered Lost- 
withiel, opening the glass door. ‘* What a 
night. The rain is just as bad as it was when 
I brought you indoors.” 

“If you will accept the use of ashaw!, ma'am, 
it would be safer than putting on this damp 
jacket.” 

**Yes, Mayne, get your shawl. 
will wear it, I know.” 

The housekeeper bustled out, and _ Lost- 
withiel and his guest were alone, looking at 
each other somewhat helplessly, as they stood 
far apart, she in the glow of the hearth, he in 
the darkness near the door, and feeling that 
every available subject of convereation had 
been exhausted. Their embarrassment was 
increased when Dalton and a footman came in 
with two great shining lamps, and flooded the 
room with light. 

**T hardly know how to thank you for hav- 
ing taken so much trouble about me,” Isola 
faltered presently, under that necessity to say 
something which is one of the marks of shy- 
ness, 

“There has been notrouble. I only hope I 
got you out of that pelting rain in time to save 
you from any evil consequences. Strange that 
our acquaintance should begin in such an acci- 
dental manner. I shall be very glad to know 
more of Major Disney when he comes home, 
and in the meantime I hope I shall have the 
pleasure of meeting you sometimes. No doubt 
you know everybody in the neighborhood, so 
we cao hardly help running against each other 
somewhere.” 

Isola smiled faintly, thinking that the 
chances of any such meeting were of the slight- 
est; but she did not gainsay him. He wanted 
to say something courteous no doubt, and had 
gone into no nice question of probabilities be- 
fore he spoke. She had heard him described 
by a good many people, who had hinted darkly 
at his shortcomings, but had all agreed as to 
his politeness and persuasive powers, 

‘A man who would talk over Satan him- 
self,” said the village lawyer. 

Mrs. Mayne appeared with a comfortable 
shepherd’s plaid shawl, which was wrapped 
carefully about Mrs. Disney, in a pleasant, 
motherly fashion. The rain had all been 
shaken off the little felt hat, which had no 
feathers or frippery to spoil. People who live 
in the west of England make their account 
with wet weather. 

Lord Lostwithiel handed his guest ‘to the 
carriage, and stood bareheaded in the rain to 
wish her good bye before he shut the door. 

“T shall be very anxious to know that you 
have escaped cold,” he said, at the last mo- 
ment. “I hope you won't think me a nuisance 
if I call to-morrow to enquire?” 

He shut the door quickly, and the prougham 
drove off before she could answer, She was 
oa ein the darkness in the snug, warm little 


Mrs, Disney 


“Oh, no; they are not dead ; they are at 
I'll order acarriage, and you | Dinan,” she said, almost as if it were the same 


Mamma knits ; papa has his club 


English papers so much more when they live 


It | abroad than when they are at home. Mamma 
















had never sat in such a carriage. 


parlor, 
wondering at her strange adventure. 


Lord Lostwithiel. 
to tell Martin in her next letter. 


loved with all her heart. 


letter received to-day. Six months, or perhaps 
even a year, before he was to come back to her! 
Yet the letter had not been without hopeful. 
ness. He had the prospect of getting his next 
step before that year was over, and then his 
coming home would be a final return. He 
would be able to retire, and he would buy some 
land—a hundred acres or so—and breed horses 
—one of his youthful dreams—and do a little 
building, perhaps, to enlarge and beautify the 
Angler's Nest, and his Isola should have a pair 
of ponies and a good saddle horse. He looked 
forward to a life of unalloyed happiness, 
(To be Continued.) 








The Independent Order of Foresters. 





Supreme Chief Oronhyatekha and Supreme 
Secretary John A, McGillivray, Q.C., and their 
colleagues in the executive council of the I.0.F. 
are to congratulated on the present bright out- 
look and phenomenal prosperity of the society. 
In our opinion no move of theirs is likely to 
bring more tame and profit to the order than 
its introduction into Great Britain. We learn 
that this week the supreme chief received the 
returns of three new courts just instituted, 
two in London and one in Glasgow. The Jn- 
vestigator, an insurance journal published in 
London, in speaking of the Independent Order 
of Foresters, says as follows: 

“ This solid institution offers advantages on 
easy payments absolutely unique ; and as the 
order becomes known it will, without doubt, 
make the running. * * * In a sentence, 
the Independent Order of Foresters gives un- 
surpassed security, exceptional advantages, 
and prompt settlements at most reasonable 
cost.” 

It is not necessary to say that, in this coun- 
try, the I, O. F. advertises itself most effective- 
ly by its aggressiveness and push resulting in 
great progress and unqualified success. 

The simple record of the figures in connection 
with its work, however, is more eloquent in 
commendation of its management than any 
words we could write. They are as follows: 


No. cf Membere. Balance in Bank 


EE rn io cae vcbun see 800...... -e++-@ 4000 
Sr OME ASA SRR Sg ERSTS. OE ORAS bE an bc.caes 1 145 
cae eee eer eer cre RAE Crcvdkiesedeccedee 2 769 
* 1884.. BRAGS ceaacviciessest 13 070 
oie eee . 2,558 Sra dice «oes 20 O88 
Si Deas on 60 069-640 2 5us IAS whee ig Coes hdccep ae ee 
9S) PU acess 5 804 Sten 60 325 
** 1888 7,811 poikenee nae 86 102 
Y Ms tbs 0taa eens | APRA eer 7 599 
* 1890 oeckt GEOse. wan nee . 188 130 
A Rn 0 hs 58s SPE 3 ee Casas s 283 267 
REE SWE at vac ass, MOE Ga Sees ses ceeene 408 798 
ae! res kA Se errr errr 580 507 


*The Order in 1881 was $4000 in debt. It wae at this 
time that the management came into the hands of the 
present executive. 





Correspondence Coupon. 


The above coupon must accompany every grapho- 
logical study sent in. The Editor requests corree- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including eeveral capital letters. 2. Lettere will be an- 
ewered in their order, unless under unusual clroumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up thelr own and the editor's 
time by writing reminders and requeste for haste. 3%. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
address Correspondence Oolumn. Enclosures unless ac- 
companied hy coupons are not studied. 


A DisconsoLats.— You are aslightly conceited, very gocd- 
tempered, discreet and energetic young man ; apt to cling 
toa pet project and to succeed from sheer persistence. 
Your judgment is faulty, honesty and truth good, opinions 
ttrong and slightly perverse, You are fond of life’s good 
things and rather likely to get them, modesty not being 
your forte. 

Canpips.—A keen humor, hope, ambition, self-control, 
rather an excess cf self-aseertion and opinionativenese, a 
very honest, truthful, and straightforward method, strong 
affection, great persistence, generous and amiable disposi- 
tion, cautious about your affairs and not prone to confite, 
but needing social intercourse and sympathy. Thanks for 
a very interesting specimen of masculine excellence. 

Lavra Doons.—This is a strong and determined woman, 
fond of social intercourse, easy and generous in temper, a 
little self-willed and impatient of weakness in others ; the 
tendency of her nature ie to look somewhat on the serious 
and gray side cf life, but ehe has so much force and energy 
that she could not be melancholy. She {fe constant, im- 
pulsive, but thorough, with rather a fine power of imagina- 
tion and some idesliem. Excellent reasoning power and a 
generous heart are hers. A truly noble specimen. 

Vusta —My dear Western friend, what must you thiok cf 
me for a correspondent? I really felt shocked at myself, to 
think that I had left myself eo long without another letter 
from you! Do write and tell me a lot more about the land 
of the Mormons. You describe things io such a clear, 
practical, clever way, that I seem to see them. Your writ- 
ing does not show a particle of conoeit, and I should not 
mind what people say about it. You will do very well as 
you are. If I am not quite too late, I should like so much 
to talk over the other matter you mentioned ; I may be 
able to help you about it. 

Mr. ALLaN’s Guost.—Well, really, that’s an original nom 
de plume! And now, you humbug of a speotse, I don’t 
believe you ever saw Mr. Allan, nor have the least ghostly 
claime upon him! You are a person of fizm and excellent 
judgment, well able to manage affairs, self-reliant, rather 
careful but not systematic, of good ability, rather over- 
blessed with perception, and while somewhat apt to act 
firet and think afterwards, on the whole, prudent. And am 
I not right in saying that you are of foreign extraction? 
I fancy, also, that you would thoroughly appreciate a 
friend and that your regard would be well worth gaining. 

H 8. F.—Thie is a happy-natured person, a bit of a 
humbug, with very vivacious and somewhat fickle disposl- 
tion, fond cf himeeif, but also fond of his friende—in fact, 
apt to be very fond of them individually if they are of the 
opposite sex. He is tenacious and persistent, however, in 
general, hoveful, and bas some wit, ambition to rise, and 
enough brains to help him to realize said ambition ; di- 
oretion keeps him from blunders, which hie mercurial tem- 
perament and butterfly way might lead 





She leant backin a corner of the little car- 
riage, wrapped in the soft and shaggy rug, 
She had 
penetrated that mysterious house on Black fir 
Hill, and she had made the acquaintance of 
How much she would have 
She wrote to 
him every week—a long, loving letter, closely 
written on thin glazed paper, pouring out all 
her fancies and feelings to the husband she 


She sighed as her thought recurred to the 


carriage. There was a clock ticking beside 
her, a sound that startled her in the darkness, 
There was a basket hanging in front of her, 
and an odor of cigars and Russian leather. 
There was a black bear rug, lined with softest 
cloth, which almost filled the carriage. She 
How differ- 
ent from the mouldy old Clarence in which she 
occasionally went to dinner parties—a capa- 
cious vehicle with a bow window like a seaside 


Ayer’s Hair Vi 
Is the most elegant and popular hair-dressing in the market. It quickens 
into renewed activity the hair-roots and thus restores to the hair all that 

























has been lost by sickness, old age, or neglect. It imparts 
to the hair a silken texture, keeps the scalp clean, and 
cures itching and troublesome humors. When the hair 
“Thave used Ayer’s becomes thin, faded, or gray, the 


Hair Vigor for near- 
ly five years, and my 
hair is moist, glossy, 
and in an excellent state of preservation. 
I am forty years old, and have ridden the 
plains for twenty-five years.”—Wm. Henry 
Ott, alias “Mustang Bill,” Newcastle, Wyo. | 

“My hair began turning gray and falling out when I was 
about 25 years of age. I have lately been using Ayer’s Hair 
Vigor, and it is causing a new growth of hair of the natural color. 
It isa wonderful dressing, and has been of great benefit to my 7 
wife in removing dandruff, with which she was very much troubled. She considers it ine 
dispensable to her toilet.”—R, J. Lowry, Jones Prairie, Milan Co., Texas. 

“This is to certify that for many years I have had an itching of the scalp, and my hair 
had nearly all fallen off. I was induced by Dr. T. J. Gossett to try Ayer’s Hair Vigor. 
By so doing, the itching was entirely cured and the hair grew out on the top of my head, 
where it was bald.”—J. W. Harp, Deputy P. M., Mullinville, Kans. 


Ayer’s Hair Vigor 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass, Sold by Druggists Everywhere 


use of Ayer’s Hair Vigor brings out a 
new growth of the original color, full- 
~ ness, and beauty. 
It is positively 
without equal, 










him into, 


Please accept my admiring comments on your numerous 
graces, kind sir, and, believe me, you are a rather nice 
fellow. 


MECHANICUS.— Of course not! In my opinion it is a great 
shame she was not allowed to do so long ago. I should by 
this time have had a string of alphabetical adornments 
after my name and a large bank account, instead of being 
® correspondence editor. 2. You are a determined, con- 
stant and rather reserved person, with a bright mind and 
somewhat vivacious manner, very strong in sffection— 
when you bestow any— extremely persevering, self-con- 
srolled.and with an exceedingly level head. You are par 
ticular, but not fussy ; truthful and honest, saving of 
effort and very practical; a man to be respected, relied 
upon and well liked. 


L8iscuBN.—1. Please do not send the lady’s handwriting, 
I could not possibly delineate it with a view to enlighten- 
ing you in the way you mention. If she is distant in her 
manner, no matter how much you are in love, you had 
better be distant too, in every senee of the word. I think by 
your own handwriting that you won't take my advice un- 


lesa she gives you a very decided rebuff. 2. Your char- | 


acter is of the gently persistent order; you are sympathetio, 
very truthful, good-tempered, lacking snap and force, but 
of a buoyant and hopeful turn. I don’t believe you would 
be long in finding number Two, were number One unkind. 
In many ways )ou are attractive, and would, I am eure, 
make a pleasant friend. A good deal of refinement, taste, 
and love of beauty are shown. 


Stik Tuomas Curistoruer, B.A.—This is a somewhat 
humorous and miachievous party, with a fine imagination, 
@ tendency to idealism, and some inclination to take the 
dark side of lifz’s path. Lest this should sound like a 
contradiction I must remark that some of the brightest 
humoriste have this strain of despondency. The study be- 
fore me is manifestly immature, but bids fair to develop | 
into avery admirable character. At present, is not the 
writer easily iofluenced, rather careless and apt to put off 
duties for pleasure? At the same time, Sir Thomas, and in 
spite of your manner, I think you are charming and not 
the least bound to tremb'e in the face of criticism. Your 
affections are strong, but at present I think unawakened. 
I am ritking a good deal in this statement I am aware. 


Frisky.—You need not be afraid of a delineation, my 


dear! For part of sour answer please read anewer No 2 to | 


Hene, and in cultivating the art of conversation, which is 
the most difficult of all arte, be very careful not to strive 
after effect through smartness and sarcasm. I don’t fancy | 
you will do thie, but one of your remarks put the idea into | 
my mind. Please think a little over things. I have no | 
doubt you will succeed in music if you only give your will 
to it, and I think you havea talent forit. As to whether 
you are unlovable and unloving, well, I like you well 
enough, and though I don’t think you will ever die ofa 
broken heart, I have no doubt you can be loving enough 
to the favored few. Your writing shows an impetucus, 
impulsive, eager disposition, rather fond of effect, and 
while amiabie, not considerate. You are bright, hopeful, | 
and have your ambitions; love beauty and have some | 
taste, but it is carelessly formed. I see some mirthful 
curves, a fondness for society and great energy. 


Eseneaxes.—I thtnk your letter was answered some time | 
ago, in another column. You remind me of the lady who 
wished she were Queen Victoria, with nothing to do but 
reign all day. Reigning is harder work than,she imagined, 
I shrewdly suspect, and being an editor means eomething 
very fur removed from your rosy sketch. You desire to be 
an editor? Well, be one; there is nothing easier, accord- 
ing to your des riptiom of the trade. I have no experience 
of the kind you describe to enable me to answer your ques- 
tion. Women editors sometimes make gaiety and frivolity 
(it by these giddy terme you describe the doings of social 
life) their special etudy; and as to writing down your 
thoughts from morning till night, undisturbed, you will | 
be lucky ifyou get a quarter of an idea on paper without | 
interruption. But you are so evidently at sea, my dear | 
girl, that I cannot do yow fustice. If I did not kacow you 
were very immature and youthful I'd feel like laughing at | 
you. Aeitis, !can only conjecture what I would do, as | 
you kindly put it, if l were tn your place. I think [ should | 
wait! | 

ILuN®.—That is-as.near as I can get your nom de plume. 
¥our letter is dated im October. 1. For a hair wash I 
mest refer you to our advertising columne. Please don't 
meddle with your eyelashes; several people have ruined 
them altogether, and had inflamed eyes as the result of 





tinkering with them. 2 If you wish to read books, in 
order to talk aboutthem afterwards, you can only get the 
newest as they come out, and go through them. But if 
you wish. to improve your mind (conversational improve- 
ment does not always follow), you should read the works 
of those writers. whese names I have so often mentioned— 
Ruskin, Oliver Wendell Holmes, Sir John Lubbock, Tenny- 
son ; and among the novelist the standard authors, Scott, 
Thackeray, Dickene; and our modern story writers, Hardy, 
Barry, Craddock, Blackmore. It is a curious thing that 
the best read people are seldom the most sucocesful conver- 
sationaliets, however. 3 Your writing shows decided 
ability and a persevering, true and constant nature, not 
demonstrative but very reliable, a high sense of honor, 
some pride, and rather calm and even manner, indepen. 
dent thought, and very kind end generous views ; 
striking originality, but a receptive, sociable and very un- 
prejudiced mind. You are very careful and orderly, and 
like nice people and pretty things very muoh. 


Jana Saymova.—I don’t think you are foolish at all in 
wishing for alittle less of the ‘too, too solid” which en. 
cumbere you. I cannot recommend any remedy in the 
way of medicine, but if you will diet yourself, take plenty 
of exercise and see that you take it with special reference 
to a reduction of flesh, you can bring down your bulk 
without any injury to your health. The movements re- 
commended and taught by the Jennese-Miller professors 
are excellent. Have you a physical culture class in Mont- 
real? Unless }ou are really troubled by over weight, how- 
ever, remember that most people are improved by a reason- 
able embonpoint. Whatever you do, do not lace your waist 
in to the girth of a slender woman, and bulge out above 
and below, a /a barmaid. Be content to add two or three 
inches to the waist and preserve a consistent figure. 
You will look far better with a waist of twenty-six inches 
(if you are given to plumpness, with an erect and graceful 
carriage) than with a twenty-two inch waist and a breath- 
lese, constricted appearance. 2. Your writing ehows much 
humor, energy, brightness of thought, good temper, and 
though judgment is sometimes prejudiced it is good #0 far 
as you can form it. You are a little impatient, very likable 








and refined in method. Wit, some adaptability, great love 
of beauty and all the graceful traite of 8) mpathy, tact and 
impulsive affection are yours. 





Musical. 





— 


Flatting the b. 








(Tasteless—E ffectual.) 


FOR ALL 

@ 

:BILIOUS and NERVOUS 
3 DISORDERS. 

$ Such as Sick Headache, Wind and Pain in the 
Stomach, Giddiness, Fullness. Swelling after 
Meals, Dizziness, Drowsiness, Chills, Flush. 
ings of Heat, Loss of Appetite, Shortness of 
Breath, Costiveness, Scurvy, Blotches on the 
Skin, Disturbed Steep, Frightful Dreams, All 
Nervous and Trembling Sensations, and Ir- 
regularities Incidental to Ladies. 

Covered with a Tasteless and Soluble Coating. 
Wholesale Agts, Evans & Sons, Ld, Montreal. 


For sale by ail druggists. 
AR Ane 


S84es, 
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ATKINSON’S 
STB IS) 
rorcsewne | () Na sits 


30 YEARS IN USE. 


Scott's 
Emulsion 


of Cod-liver Oil and Hypophosphites 
is both a food and a remedy, It is 
useful as a fat producer and at the 
same time gives vital force to the 
body. It is beneficial in 


CONSUMPTION 


because it makes fat and givesstrength, 
It is beneficial for 


SICKLY CHILDREN 


because they can assimilate it when 
they cannot ordinary tood. 
It is beneficial for 


COUGHS AND COLDS 


because it heals the irritation of the 

throat and builds up the body and 

overcomes the difficulty. 
“CAUTION,”— Beware of substitutes, 

Genuine prepared by Scott & Bowne, 

Bellevil'e. Sold by all druggists. 

50c. and $1.00. 








Important to Fleshy People. 

We have noticed a page article in the Boston 
Globe on reducing weight ata very small ex- 
pense. It will pay our readers to send two 
cent stamp for acopy to Walker Circulating 
Library, 10 Hamilton place, Boston, Mass. 


© CORDS IN 10, HOURS, 


NS 
EASY. 
BY OWE MAN 
Bend for free 


a illustrated catalogue, showing testimon' 
rom thousands who have sawed from 5 to S cords dally, 
saws down trees, folds like a pocket knife, weighs only 
4i lbs. joasity carried on mo an eaaas aon way juore 
it nw . b, 
cn We ples = Tanger zed machine to carry 7 foot 


saw. No duty to pay, we m: Sing SAWING MACHINE CO. 









secures the agency. 


to 249 So, Jeffersoa St. Chicage, 


Pizo’s Memedy for Catarvh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest. 


CATARRH 
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All Along the River. 


In this issue appears the first instalment of 
Miss Braddon’s new story, All Along the 
River, for the publication of which we have 
bought the exclusive Canadian right. Miss 
Braddon is one of the most popular of writers. 
Lady Audley’s Secret is famous, also The 
Cloven Foot, Dead Men’s Shoes, Phantom 
Fortune, and All Along the River, her latest 
work, fresh from her pen, is considered by the 
authoress and her confidential critics to take 
rank with the very best she has ever written. 
Impressed with the vigor, the richness and 
charm of the story, we have purchased it and 
strongly recommend our readers not to miss 
the opening chapters—these will plead the 
cause of those that are to follow. 








The Royal Children of Europe. 


Last week we commenced the publication of 
aseries of portraits of the Royal children of 
Europe, beginning with Princess Marie and 
Princess Alexandre of Edinburgh. The series 
will run for some time and will include por- 
traits of all those young people who are destined 
in the ordinary course of events to fill much of 
public attention and monopolize a great deal of 
history's pages a few years hence. This week 
we give Princess Victoria of Edinburgh and 
the Lady Alexandra Duff. 


The Drama. 











INCE I saw Peaceful Valley I 
have been wondering what place 
will be assigned to Edward 
Kidder among dramatic au- 
thors. The play is a curious 
mixture of strength and weak- 
ress. It is weak in plot and 
construction, and its success 

depends upon one part, and that part is a 
wonderfully clever study, somewhat idealized, 
of a type very rarely met with even, I imagine, 
‘“way down in Maine.” Ido not think many 
would like to sit out Peaceful Valley with, say, 
a mediocre actor in the place of Sol Smith 
Russell, for there is not enough strength in 
the other roles to redeem a failure in his. 


I don’t know when I ever before saw an actor 
who stirred me so deeply as Sol Smith Russell 
in his portrayal of Hosea Howe. To say that 
he is quaint, humorous, natural and intensely 
pathetic does not describe him sufficiently well 
to my mind. His great triumph consists in 
making felt the undercurrent of deep feeling 
natural to a mind like that of Hosea, elevated 
and refined by study; the life among the big 
hills and deep valleys, and sensitive to their 
influence. This feature is present throughout 
the part ; it underlies his fanny remarks and 
clever repartees; it shows itself in his 
actions and crops up in New York, and 
in his tale of the sights he had seen 
and the experiences he had passed through 
in the slums there. This I imagine to be 
the source of Sol Smith Russell’s great 
power, and the secret of the great mastery ob- 
tained over the audience. It is by this feature 
that his part overshadows the other roles in 
the piece and renders them weak in compari- 
son. Miss Minnie Radcliffe as Virgie Rand 
rather puzzled and disappointed me at first. 
In the first act she is decidedly older than in 
the second ; her tone of voice and manners are 
certainly different ; her deportment is that ofa 
woman of society, doubtless a very lovable one. 
In the second act she is decidedly ingenue and 
sustains that character admirably to the end of 
the chapter. Hers is a difficult role to render ; 
it is ingenuous ; so is that of Hosea, but the 
same skill and care have not been used by the 
author. The part lacks that wonderfully 
subtle and deep touch of nature which runs all 
through the other, and it loses thereby, and 
there is an increased danger of monotony. 
Miss Radcliffe avoids this with great skill, 
and her acting is full of ease and grace. 
Miss Adele Palina gives a pleasant rendering 
of a very jolly and amiable character, and Miss 
Marian Abbott gave signs of strength and 
power during her appearance but did not alto- 
gether avoid monotony of tone. Jack Farquhar 
and Ward Andrews are well rendered by Erle 
Stirling and Chas. Canfield ; the former makes 
a good, if somewhat coarse type of villain, and 
the latter has a very jolly role to play, and 
quite conventional. He is reformed by Hosea 
and Virgie, makes a fortune on the stock 
market very quickly, and is altogether a lucky 
man. The other ladies and gentlemen of the 
company gave good support. Mr. Russell has 


gathered a strong company round him. 
- 


Eight Bella attracted a big audience on the 
opening night to Jacobs & Sparrow's and kept 
it in good humor from beginning to end. The 
main features of the piece, which is largely 
pantomimic in character, are the extraordinary 
antics of the Byrne brothers, who jump 
through windows and doors and climb over 
walls in a manner which has almost made me 
a convert to Darwinism on the one hand and 
to the belief that the age of flying cannot be so 
far off on the other. Matthew Byrne does 
some good juggling in the third act, his plate 
feat calling forth great applause. John F. 
Byrne, as McGazzle, rather puzzled me. I 
could not make out what countryman he is 
supposed to represent, but perhaps one ought 
not to be so particular about where a man hails 
from, even though it be the *‘ back of beyond,” 
when he can dance and display such activicy 













TORONTO SATURDAY 


as John F, There was some fairly good sing- 
ing by the Quaker City Quartette, who rendered 
a number of snatches of well known songs, and 
a pretty trio composed of mandolin, guitar and 
flute. L.C. Mettler’s imitations of birds and 
beasts found great favor with the audience. 
Mrs. Helen Byrne, who played Nancy, sang a 
song which brought the house down, in spite 
of the fact that her voice was rendered some- 
what husky by a bad cold, and danced a jig in 
a manner which proved that dancing runs in 
the Byrne family “like wooden legs among 
cripples.” The piece is well helped out by 
some good scenery, the ship scene being the 
best. 


A large audience assembled in Association 
Hall on January 19 to hear Miss Marguerite 
Dunn, The pieces selected were well chosen, 
and Miss Dunn is to be congratulated upon her 
knowledge of her powers as well as her ver- 
satility as an elocutionist. Her articulation is 
good, her actions and gestures are spontaneous 
and in harmony with the tone of voice. The 
Gipsy Flower Girl was perhaps the selection 
which gave most delight, and the manner in 
which love, hatred, revenge and, finally, resig- 
nation were depicted showed complete mastery 
of the subject and well deserved the applause 
with which it was greeted. As an encore Miss 
Dunn gave My Old Sweetheart, an exceedingly 
clever rendering of a piece which, entirely void 
of the same tragic and stirring elements as the 
preceding recitation, demanded even greater 


* 


artistic talent. In the scene from Leah, the ; 
Forsaken, she maintained her hold upon the oe 3 
audience by her portrayal of the character of 

this loving, despairing, scornful woman. Her 

last piece, The Girl with Thirty-nine Lovers, , 


was encored, and elicited A Similar Case. 
During the intervals the Varsity Glee Club, 
conducted by Mr. Schuch, sang part-songs, and 
Mr. Burden rendered William Tell and an 
encore. The programme closed with Patrol 
Characteristique by the "Varsity Banjo Club, 
which was also honored with an encore, 
* 


Whitney, confident that the public will appre- 
ciate high-class opera at half price, has pre- 
vailed upon the company to lengthen its en- 
gagement here, and for the first three nights 
of next week Erminie will be sung; Thursday 
and Friday nights, Chimes of Normandy, and 
Il Trovatore on Saturday. Every night should 
see a bigger turn-out than the previous one, for 
these operas may not be heard again in To- 
ronto at such prices for years, 
* 


A rare literary and musical treat isin store 
for patrons of Kleiser’s Star Course. Sub- 
scribers will have first choice of seats at the 
reduced price. The list is at Nordheimer’s and 
has already been subscribed to by a large num- 
ber of our most prominent people. The course 
will open on February 16, when Rev. Robert 
Nourse of Washington, D.C., will deliver his 
famous dramatic lecture on Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde, of which the New York Herald says: No 
report can do justice to this masterpiece of 
oratory. For nearly two hours the speaker 
held his audience with intensest interest, now 
thrilling them with his dramatic portrayals of 
character, now convulsing them with laughter 
by his sallies of wit, and anon moving them to 
tears by his pathos. It is safe to say that it 
was one of the greatest lectures ever given in 
this vicinity. The last-scene in the laboratory, 
when Mr. Hyde had become hopeless of re- 
formation, was a most consummate piece of 
dramatic presentation. The impersonation of 
the hopeless despair, and the raving, devilish 
rage, was awful. 


Reilly & Woods’ big show will be at Jacobs 
& Sparrow’s next week. 





The Metropolitan. 





Montreal’s new society paper, The Metropoli- 
tan, seems to have the correct tone and should 
receive the heartiest possible welcome. After 
the first two issues,in which the press work 
was very disappointing, the paper in every 
respect holds a good standard, making social 
news the main feature, with literature, music, 
art and drama as subsidiaries. We greet it 
with every good wish. 





At the Pavilion. 


They came into the Pavilion last Tuesday—a 
loving couple just about, I should judge, to 
embark on happy married life. She was very 
pretty, a petite sort of girl. I should dub 
her “sweet.” She seemed restless and uneasy. 
“Help me off with my cloak, will you, Charlie?” 
sie said in a soft, loving voice. Charlie, as the 
gallant slave he was, rose to do her bidding. 





The Trinity Dramatic Club, assisted by the 
Banjo and Guitar Club, will present the drama, 
Our Boys, in St. Andrew's Hall, on Thursday 
evening, February 2. Proceeds im aid of Gym- 
pasium Fund. Plan opens at Nordheimer’s on 
Tuesday, January 31. The following is the cast 
of characters : 


Sir Geoffrey Champneys ..............-.++. E. R. Ricketts As it was being slowly removed, revealing a 
Talbot Champneys..............6--.s0s0es E. CO. Cattanach 
Perkyn Middlewick ............ ... A. B. Pottenger pretty pink decolette gown—crack! r-r-r-ip! 


Such a helpless look of bewilderment spread 


Charles Middlewick..................5+ J. CO. H. Mockridge 

DS scr cg ater ands dashes acne es ......-H. B. Gwyn | over Charlie’s face! While she—well, I am 
Kempeter..... cae accahe ahah eae ade H. V. Hamilton | powerless to describe her, but if it were pos- 
Violet Melrose ............+..-++ Mise K. Hamilton Merritt | sible for a look to annihilate anyone, Charlie 
Meny Melsess...... teereseaceeasesonen Miss Bickford | would have been as dead asa trolley victim, 
Belinda. nee cvsescccceccees, Mla naly | BUSKIly be did not see it or he might have hed 


uneasy forebodings of times tocome. She evi- 
dently was going to go for him, to use a slang 
term, but, changing her mind, said, in a 
sweetly sarcastic voice as she drew back the 
wrap over her pretty shoulders (it was a shame 
to hide 'em), ‘‘ Well, men say woman's dress is 
& mystery, but you are, it seams (I suppose 
she meant it that way) to me, trying to wnravel 
the mystery.” Poor Charlie! he looked—well, 
Idon’t know how, but if it had been myself I 
should certainly have excused myself and gone 
out and had a quiet swear. Whatever it was 
that tore will remain a mystery to me, as there 
didn't seem much to tear. AUNTIE JEF. 


Miss Marie Wainwright and her splendid 
company will furnish the entertainment next 
week at the Grand Opera House, where they 
will present three well contrasted plays. On 
Monday and Tuesday evenings and at the 
Wednesday matinee that most brilliant and 
fascinating of all comedies, The School for 
Scandal, will be given, Miss Wainwright, of 
course, playing Lady Teazle, and that sterling 
and always admirable actor, Barton Hill, ap- 
pearing as Sir Peter. The play will be given 
with special scenery and the most gorgeous 
costumes ever worn on the American 
continent. On Wednesday and Thurs- 
day evenings Miss Wainwright will ap- 
pear in her exquisite impersonation of 
Rosalind in As You Like It,as which she is 
by many considered to be the best living ex- 
popvent. On Friday and Saturday evenings 
and at the Saturday matinee the programme 
will be the new and highly successful comedy 
drama of New York life, entitled The Social 
Swim. This was written expressly for Miss 
Wainwright by that extremely clever young 
dramatist, Clyde Fitch, author of Beau Brum- 
mell and The Masked Ball. The action illus- 
trates society as it is in New York, and the 
dialogue is said to be full of sparkling wit and 
keen satire. Miss Wainwright’s company is 
always noted for its strength, but this year it 
has been greatly increased. Among the prin- 
cipal members are: Barton Hill, Wm. Inger- 
soll, Nathaniel Hartwig, E. Y. Backus, Percy 
Brooke, Edward Elsner, Eleanor Carey, Kate 
Blancke, Lillian Thurgate and Dorothy Thorn- 
ton. 





Prof. Miasmaticus on the Ourang-Outang. 





Among the many improvements of modern 
civilization none are more wonderful than the 
increase in intelligence and usefulness of ani- 
mals such as the horse, the dog, etc. There is 
one animal, however. which has not received 
the attention which it deserves. I refer to the 
Ourang-Outang. I feel convinced that there is 
a future in store for the man who takes this 
animal up. Let him start a monkey ranche on 
business principles, procure the best breed® 
that can be got and improve and acclimatize 
them, using equal care to that ordinarily de- 
voted to the horse, for instance; have them 
carefully trained from their youth up, increase 
their size and strength by judicious gymnastic 
exercises such as Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
bucksaws, etc.; bave instructors give them 
regular drill six or seven hours daily in useful 
employments, such as hoeing corn, cleaning off 
snow, etc.; teaching them the meaning of ver- 
tain words of command and to know when the 
dinner bell rings—not to neglect their moral 
training, make them sign the pledge in early 
life and show them how to behave in church— 
in short, give them ‘a liberal education,” in- 
cluding (if thought advisable) the Sol Fa sys- 
tem of howling. 

The experiment might not be an unmixed 
success with the first generation, but keep on 
(even with man it takes three generations to 
evolve a first-class dude) and the third or fourth 
crop are certain to crown the experiment with 
success ;the educated monkey will then have 
nearly as many accomplishments as the ordin- 
ary pauper emigrant. When the rancher has 
brought them to this state of perfection, let 
him put them upon the market and they will 
command a ready sale at remunerative figures. 
Why, within six months there would not be 
an elevator in town run by boy. power ; each 
would have its quiet, civil, well-behaved 
Ourang Outang in charge, that had never 
known any other employment than steering an 
elevator and had the thing down to a fine art; 


Barry and Fay's attraction at the Grand the 
latter half of last week would have been a big- 
ger success if it had not been preceded and 
followed by such famous entertainers as Gross- 
mith and Sol. Smith Russell. Just now mana. 
ger Sheppard is giving us a fine series of shows, 
running generally half a week, and I am pleased 
to see that his enterprise calls out full houses, 
It would be a strange thing if Russell and 
Keene and Marie Waigwright failed to draw 
big houses. No actor is a greater favorite in 
Toronto than Keene. On Thursday night he 
played Richard III., in which he always does 
himself rare credit, Friday night he appeared 
in Hamlet, while at to-day’s matinee he comes 
onin Richelieu and to-night in asecond per- 
formance of Richard III, 


. 

The Nelson Opera Company, singing The 
Bohemian Girl and The Mascot, have been at 
the Academy of Music this week at popu- 
lar prices, a criticism of which performances 
will be found on our music page. Manager 


NIGHT. 





ae 


i ee 
Mr. D. R. Wilkie, President-elect Toronto Board of Trade. 


cae ee REN ne RR A AT RN A RE RR ATR ANTE EN AS TOR RA 2 OSS AN STENT 


all the passenger would have to do would be to 
say ‘third floor” and hey! presto! there you 
are. Forclimbing telegraph poles and looking 
after electric lights they would be invaluable. 
Having their fingers judiciously burnt several 
times down on the ranche, they would use 
care; they would also have been taught not to 
complete the circuit with their tails 
for obvious reasons, And what handy fellows 
in the domestic circle ; trained to light the 
kitchen fire at early dawn, to sift the cinders 
and to take in the morning paper before some- 
one came along and stole it in the ordinary 
manner ; during the day fillinga long felt 
want, helping with the culinary operations, 
scraping carrots, peeling potatoes and affording 
cheerful company for the cook, playing with 
the elder children, pushing the matrimonial 
fruit basket and washing the pug ; in the even- 
ing ushering in their mistress’s guests with an 
urbanity too often lacking in the hired help, 
When the shades of night had fallen, they 
could insure balmy sleep to tired eyelids by 
cat-perch in the rear of 
the lot, as by their physical ccnforma- 
tion they are eminently adapted for following 
nocturnal fiends into their native fastnesses. 
In fact, their field of usefulness is practically 
unlimited. Those having histrionic talent could 
materially strengthen the corps de ballet of 
many a company of barn-stormers, strutting 
around in almost as ornate a style as the 
Roman Soldiers did last year in Ben Hur, 
Those whose musical tastes have been culti- 
vated could relieve the aching arms of our 
Italian fellow-citizens by grinding for them 
their perambulating tune twisters, the lovely 
airs from which, in conjunction with the lovely 
ditto from the sewers, are mainly, in our 





clearing the 


humble estimation, responsible for the grip. 


Places might be found for those lacking in 
mental attainments but presenting a hand- 
some exterior in the various departments of 


the Civil Service. 


Did space permit to follow their career from 
their native ranche to the Senate, my regard 
for the reader's patience would still induce me 


to come to the end of this monkey's tale. 
G. J. A. 


In a Yonge Street Thunderstorm. 








My friend, Doc. Lawrens, is one of those 
people who never allow an interesting side 
issue in 6 story to stir them from following a 
straight line through to the point of the narra- 


| tive. That is—sometimes. 


‘““How was it my father became deaf? It 
happened many years ago, when he was driv- 
ing down Yonge street in company with my 


grandfather.” 


I pressed him to recount the facts in the 


case. 


the animal, The shaft on that side was splint- 
ered, but no other serious damage was done, 

** Did the lightning strike your father?” 

‘That I cannot say. He was so dazed with 
the deafening burst of thunder and so blinded 
by the flash of lightning that he does not know 
to thisday just how he lost his hearing. At 
all events he has been quite deaf since that 
time. The horse stopped up, shaking like an 
aspen, and my father got out of the rig in a 
mechanical way and examined the results of 
the stroke. He noticed that the hair of the 
horse's tail had been slightly singed, and that 
the paint seemed to have been scraped oft the 
cross-bar of the shafts, The whip, too, had 
been knocked out of its socket and lay in the 
road, The poor horse was not able to move for 
several minutes. It was a very curious affair, 
was not it?” 

“It was, indeed,” I answered; ‘and I sup- 
pose it must have shook up your grandfather 
pretty well.” 

‘*My grandfather? Oh, he was killed.” 

PEACEFUL JONES, 


TS OO 
It Looked Suspicious 


** Charlie Harduppe had a check to-day, but 
they would not cash it atthe bank. They 
claimed they did not know him.” 

‘** Didn't he have anything with which he 
could identify himself ¢” 

“*Hs had two or three bills made out in his 
name.” 

** Wouldn't the teller accept those as identifi- 
cation ?” 

‘“*No, They were receipted.” 








































“TI think it was just about opposite Gerrard 
street that during a violent electrical storm 
accompanied by rain, a stroke of forked light- 
ning struck the ground between the horse and 
the buggy, in which sat my father and his gov- 
ernor, Curious to relate, the electric current 
passed so close to the horse that it burnt in 
twain the breeching strap and did not injure 





















































































































Conversion, 





Por Saturday Night. 
For years I held a vision in my view 
That seemed to grow more beautifal each day ; 
But I was young when first it came to me, 
And did not know how soon such visions fade. 
I watched it closely and anon defined 
Ite meaning. First it did appear most fair— 
Most worthy of the homage I might pay. 
It promised solace when the heart was sad, 
And succor when calamity was near, 
And sympathy and constancy and faith, 
And when I learned that Friendship was ite name, 
My soul rejoiced, and I put trust in it, 
As one pute trust in heaven. Time sped on. 
Ere long my prospects changed. I came to know 
Adversity, despondency and grief, 
And in my trouble these were ever near 
To fill my heart with sorrow and despair. 
But Friendship, that I trusted, held aloof, 
And ae I gazed and hoped for sympathy 
Ite brightness faded slowly from my sight 
To leave me disappointed and distraught. 
Then through the gloominess of all my woe 
There shot a javelin of golden light, 
The like of which I ne’er had seen before ; 
And in ite radiance this strange device, 
‘God is the only everlasting friend,” 
Shone brightly forth in flaming capitals. 
Straightway I fell upon my knees and wept, 
And in that hour a change came o’er my faith. 

Macotm W. Sparrow. 


Hands. 





For Saturday Night. 
In happiness the hands reach out across the world, | 
They glide and grasp with eagernees and feel the life of 
things, 
They are 80 glad. 
In sorrow hands hang limply by the side, 
Their energy, their life, is gone all nerveless now, 
They are 80 sad. 


In agony the hands are clasped in muttered pain ; 
They writhe and twist as if to wring the aching out, 
They seem insane. 


In death the hands reach out as if to grasp the unattainable, 


Then fall in alabaster folds across the weary worn-out heart, 


In their long rest 80 peaceable. 


Shannonville. Brrarua Davivson. 


The Little White Hearse at the Door. 


For Saturday Night. 
The windows are closed and the blinds close drawn, 
Uncut and neglected the grase on the lawn, 
The house is in mourning, a sweet mother weeps ; 
In a wee, white ccffia her boy baby sleeps ; 
His playing is over, he'll laugh nevermore, 
For a little white hearse has stopped at the door. 


What a vision of watehing, waiting and tears ; 
What a story of nursing and hopes and fears ; 
What a ead refrain ; what memories of pain, 
Echoes of a voice to be heard not again, 

Comes to every heart that hae once felt the sore 
Of seeing a little white hearse at the door. 





His toys are all hidden, his clothes put away, 

There are tears every night and whispers all day. 

The house is dead silent, the hours are twice long ; 

The piano is closed, no laughter nor song, 

Nor shouting, nor romping is heard any more, 

Since the day the little white hearse left the door. 
Don. 





Nightfall. 





For Saturday Night. 

The twilight haze hae vanished. 

Above the shoulder of yon distant hill looks forth the risen 
moon, 

Night in her sable pall enfolds the dreaming world, 

And in the slumberous solitudes I muse alone. 

The tiny stars above, God's sentries, nod and glow 

In kindly watchfulness, forever faithful to their trust. 

And in the glamor of this witching hour all petty strifes 

Have vanished in a maze of passionlese repose. 

The hush of night, with tender sighs and tones 

Sweet as a mother’s lullaby, to eager souls 

Brings thoughte more reverential and subdued 

Than e’er the gladsome light of day calle forth. 

The swash of waves upon the distant coast 

Comes to my ear with a faint murmuring sound 

As though sweet fairy voices whispering tender vows, 

Incautiously forgetting listening winds, spoke in » louder 
tone, 

And the keen air in gleeful triumph bore them away, 

To my enraptured ears, lulling me with their music. 

Serenely still, the silver moon now sails above, 

Casting o shining pathway over the bosom of the deep, 

Glorious as the footprints of the Lord on Galilee. 

So calm all seems, the owl's broad wings scarce etir the air 
they float in, 

And purling brooks near by ripple and run o'er stony beds 

With songe whose happy music brings the thought of chil- 
dren’s joyous laughter ; 

Mellowed and clear the night bird’s piercing cry 

Blends with the faint, sweet twitters of the songeter’s 
vesper lay, 

And in one glorious thrill the whip-poor-will 

Pours forth his soul to the Almighty Love. 

The soft wind fans my cheek with touch as light as a love- 
holden maiden’s kies, 

And o’er my drooping senses steals the faint, sweet scent 
from sleeping flowers below, 

Wooing me to a slumber soft and light as theirs ; 

In sweet oblivion my heavy eyelids close on scenes so fair, 

And I with them am dreaming. F. M. Kuuy. 





To the City Water. 


For Saturday Night. 

Dark fluid softly sleeping ‘neath thy frozen sheet, 

Thou wondrous mixture made to drink—and eat, 

I hold thee in a cup in oritic mood 

Trying in vain to eee what's drink, what's tood— 

But this is guessed by few and known by fewer ; 

Some say thou’rt mixed with Don and some—with sewer. 
To tell the truth thou hast a smack of each, 

And added as « flavor an essence of Kew Beach. 


For ae I shake thy dark terre queous mage, 

The lambent charms of each balers me pase, 
Commingled so together in this little cup 

That thou appear’st like tea, when shaken up, 

The sportive microbe, little fish and other matter 
Combine to form a palatable city water. ©. A. 8, Boppy. 








Love’s Season. 
In ead, sweet days when hectic flushes 
Born red on waar and sumach leaf, 
When sorrowful winds wail through the rushes 
And all things whisper of loss and grief ; 
When close and closer bold Frost approaches 
To snatch the blossom from Nature's breast, 
When night forever on day encroaches— 
Ob, then I think that I love you best. 


And yet when Winter, that tyrant maste 
Hae buried Autumn in walle of snow, » 

And bound and fettered where bold Frost cast her 
Lies outraged Nature in helpless woe 3 

When all earth’s pleasures in four walls center, 
And side by side in the enug home nest 

We list the tempeste which cannot enter, 
Oh, then I say that I love you best. 


But later on, when the Siren Season 
Betrays the trust of the senile King, 
And giad Earth laughe at the act of treason 
‘And Winter dies in the arms of Spring ; 
When buds and birds all push and flutter 
To free fair Nature so long 
I thrill with feelings I cannot utter, 
And then I am certain I love you best, 


And when ip splendor the ueenly Summer 
Reigns over the earth ond the skies above, 
When Nature kneels to the royal comer 
And even the Sun flames hot with Love ; 
When Pleasure basks in the luscious weather, 
And Care lies out on the sward to reet— 
Oh, whether spart or whether together, 
It is then I know that I love you best. 
Euva Wasaves Witcox, in Lippine ott's. 
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ROYAL CHILDREN OF 


Between You and Me. THE 
SAW a lovely little article in an 
American paper this week about 

home. And I think perhaps we don’t 

all work up to our ideal in our home- 

making. Of course some people have 

no homes, that is, no places where 

they can work out beautiful schemes 

of decoration, entertainment and con- 

verse with a carefully weeded circle of con- 
genial spirits. They have rarely the time or 
the thought which go tothe perfect architec- 
ture of a home. But this article of which I 
speak included even such unfortunate mortals 
as these, ‘ Stone walls do not a prison make,” 
nor (according to the charming writer I refer to) 
handsome rooms or gay company or rare sur- 
roundings of any sort, a home. Home should 
be, says he, a most sacred and peaceful and 
prized refuge, into which there should not 
enter any conflict, and we should strive above 
all things to make our homes resting places. 
Not restaurants or sleeping lodges, places where 
we may diffuse whatever of ill-temper, or griev- 
ance, or worry we have been forced to bot tle up 
during the day; places where we may be selfish, 
or boorish, or untidy, or morose, because no one 
criticizes us, The idea of shutting outside the 
door all the disagreeables of the city, of step- 
ping from turmoi) and fatigue and friction in- 
to a beaming atmosphere of love and peace, 
where voices shall be gentle and courtesy per- 



































fect—is it not a rest even to dwell upon it? 
* 


A morsel of poetry (?) has come through the 
mail to me this week of a very personal 
I should like to tell the sender that 
he or she has made a mistake both in the 
and the matter of the rhyme, 
and I should also like to ask them not todo so 
On reading over that paragraph, I am 
afraid it will sound to Mr. Gay and others as 
if someone had been saying pretty or the re- 
verse things to Lady Gay. But the poetry had 
It was a revela- 
tion mainly of a side of human nature which I 
slightly 
untruthful side, and it made me feel rather 


nature, 
manner 


again. 


no such unworthy subject. 


deplore, the angry, envious, and 


sorry for whoever wrote it. 
* 


I saw a very pretty little scene between a 
dear little mother and her wilful little daugh- 
ter one day lately. The baby had been atroci- 
ously naughty, and the mamma was grieved but 


resolute to bring the sinner to repentance. In 
vain she recapitulated all her gentle teachings, 


and repeated all those arguments and appeals 
most calculated to touch the bad small girl's 


heart. At last she said, ‘‘ Why did you do it, 
dear?” and with a great big sob of pent-up 
remorse the baby cried, ‘‘Tos I fordot.” We 
all forget sometimes. Ah, those treacherous 
memories! The other evening! heard a pretty 
girl whisper, as she drew her willing admirer 
back between the bookshelves in the library, 
where we merrily danced, ‘Oh, take me 
away ; here is my partner, I don’t want him to 
find me!” Don’t you think there were several 
things that girl forgot? Ido. Yesterday I 
heard a young wife scolding her husband at a 
lunch table in a public restaurant because he 
had forgotten to get seats for the opera. He is 
a busy and rising young man, and yesterday 
was a very busy and absorbing day for him, as 
I happen to know. “Forgot,” she said 


bitterly. ‘Of course you did. I might 
be sure you'd forget. What do you do 
down town, anyway?” And I almost 


wanted to say, ‘‘ You forget, too, my dear !” 
This very day I saw a young fellow who was 
in need dismissed with a brusque ‘‘Can't see 
you now, very much engaged,” from the office of 
a man who had once gone, hat in hand, toricher 
men and asked what the young man asked of 
him. I remembered, but he forgot! I told him 
of it too, and he was good enough to say, 
‘* Thank you, I forgot,” and unless his looks be- 
lied him he was bound to remember next time, 
I think one of the most solemn little speeches 
on record was begun with two words, ‘‘Son, 
remember!” Sons and daughters remember ! 
for more.sins are committed from want of 
thought than you realize. 

* 


There are two parts in the telephone, as every- 
one knows, which are called the receiver and 
the transmitter. There are two kinds of 
women in society who may be labeled in the 
same way. The receivers are the confidantes, 
who know but never seem to know, 
who can hold the key to a mystery and not 
turn it in the lock, who could put the cap 
sheaf on a scandal if they liked, but who with- 
hold it religiously ; that safe kind of people to 
whom holding back information is easier than 
giving it away ; and then, there are the trans- 
mitters, who, like the giddy telephone, carry 
your gentlest whispers from here to Hamilton, 
and again like the exasperating one-eyed box 
make you say things you never dreamed of say- 
ing. They ask you what you think, not that 
they may know, but that they may tell other 
people ; they tellyou how badly Mrs. A. feels be- 
ciuse she wasn’t invited, and how shockingly 
Miss B. frets over her fiance's flirtation, and 
what Mrs. C. said to Mrs. D. about her daugh- 
ter’s dancing, and what Mrs. E. told about 
young F., who was tipsy at the supper table. 
When you tell them anything you may as well 
prepare to encounter your tale again in some 
far-off circle, for the transmitter will carry it 
there. And the oft-repeated query which 
reaches you through the telephone, ‘‘ Who's 
speaking?” will be quite superfluous, for the 
transmitter is great on names. She always 
tells just who said it, if not just what was 
said! She makes lots of trouble for her 
friends, though she does not get into it herself, 
for she is only repeating the words of others, 
you know, and doesn’t necessarily agree with 
them. If I were ever angry with anyone I 
think I should be angry with her and her 
sisters ; original wickedness and venom have 
at any rate the merit of originality, but the 
second-hand mischief of the transmitter is 
from the scavenger barrel of society refuse. 

a 


I do love to cal! on brides, I suppose every- 
one does. It is such fun to see the little 
madam in the dignity of her early matron- 
hood, with her pretty gowns and her pretty 
parlors and her bridal gifts about her. She is 
always so happy and friendly and pleasant, and 
it is quite worth a quarter to see the look that 
comes into her face when you ask after her 
husband. The other day we went calling on 
bride whose whereabouts we were not quite 







No. 3--Princess Victoria of Edinburgh. 





sure of. A merry girl said, ‘‘ Just look out for 
new curtains and a lamp in the window and 
you'll find her.” And soit was. The new cur- 
tains and that most charming adjunct to the 
modish parlor, the shaded lamp, betrayed her 


nest, 
* 


By the way, I wonder what loya! Darby and 
Joan first started the fashion of asking after 
the wife or husband of their friends as soon as 
they shook hands? Sometimes one has to 
prevaricate so to answer! Mr. Gay always 
replies, ‘Very wellindeed, thanks,” though 
at divers epochs I have been all but annihilated 
by a bicycle collision, or half-dead with bron- 
chitis, or utterly prostrate from over-exertion 
of some sort. It makes not the least change in 
Mr. Gay’s cheerful answer. Sometimes, when 
people ask for him, I am wicked enough to 
recite his exact condition, be it pathetic or 
ludicrous ; then they say, ‘‘ Youawful woman!” 
showing that truth is not always expected of 
one in such matters | Lapy Gay. 





Light at Last. 


A Sketch of the Life and Death of a Man Who Thought 
He Was an Infidel. 
BY MACK, 

OHN BUTTERTHORNE was one of 
those men who, having been born 
with a desire for reading, which 
he gratified without observing 
any particular system, found him- 
self when thirty-five somewhat 
celebrated in his township as a 
man of the most profound learn- 

ing. Those honors in the gift of the people 
would have been thrust upon him but for one 
thing—he was an infidel. The repugnance 
which the generality of men feel for the holder 
of such unnatural views caused men to refrain 
from inviting him into public life. Moreover, 
his inclinations did not run in that direction. 
He had read of scholars and philosophers who 
had lived in humble seclusion, enthralled by a 
contemplation of truths broader than other 
men were capable of conceiving, and he wished 
to be regarded as one of these. In holding 
aloof from the arena of politics he felt that he 
was making a sacrifice for principle, inasmuch 
as it was his avowed contempt for religion 
that made political success impossible to him. 
This afforded him enduring comfort and he was 
never so contented as when he had a couple of 
his neighbors in his house listening to him as 
he expanded on his view of the case. 

There never was a man with an unpopular 
opinion on any question who was too small 
and insignificant to gather about him a few 
disciples and imitators smaller and more insig- 
nificant again than he. Subscribing to a new 
doctrine is like subscribing one’s name to a 
petition for or against anything whatever— 
there is a charm about it that a certain grade of 
mind cannot resist. Butterthorne had his dis- 
ciples, young men to whom the seeming brav- 
ery of scepticism appealed effectively and old 
men who used it to suffocate their consciences 
and to deaden their ears against the cry of 
‘*Repent.” These latter thought it easier to 
deny the existence of a hereafter than to pre- 
pare for it. 

The founder of this small body of unbelievers 
left the work of the farm to his two sons as 
soon as they were considered at cil old enough 
to stand the labor and worry of the task, and 
the sons of a man so incomparably in advance 
of his fellows naturally developed rapidly. At 
all events, as they came along with big, round 
eyes and red, chubby faces they were seized 
upon and forced into the hard and galling har- 
ness of labor and responsibility while other 
boys of their age were romping free as butter- 
flies. The father's admirers said that this was 
but natural, as it gave that philosopher leisure 
to pursue his studies, but those not his 
friends pronounced him lazy in body as well 
as vicious in spirit. His sons imbibed the 
father’s contempt for churches and church- 
going people, but the sons’ scepticism became 
an unlovely thing, without the leest logic or 
reason fora basis. The father disbelieved be- 
cause he had convinced himself that he had 
found certain fallacies in Scripture, and exam- 
ining these he satisfied himself that a tracing 
back proved the story of the creation to be but 
a crystallization of certain legends prevalent 
among ignorant heathens ere history com- 
menced to be written. The sons disbelieved 
without knowing what it was that others be- 
lieved in, and while they contemp‘uously denied 
allthat their father denied they aiso entertained 
a cordial contempt for the reasoning and evi- 
dence upon which he based his unbelief. They 
did not bother with the facts; since there was 
to be no eternity why should they bother with 
the evidence that there would te none? The 
father occupied his infiael position because he 
had a nibbie of learning that led him to ruinous 
conclusions ; the sons, ignorant and dull, ac- 
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cepted his conclusions in a sneering, boorish and 
vulgar manner, 

If you undermine a foundation the house will 
fall, and the characters of John Butterthorne’s 
sons having had the basic principles of respect 
and reverence rudely removed, they also fell, 
to the surprise of the father and to the confusion 
of his theories. When an infidel causes a man 
to regard himself as only a higher type of 
animal, perishing at death as does a horse, he 
must expect from him only a higher type of 
animal habits, unless by the most painstaking 
system of training he inculzates in him an 
artificial morality; and every day must illus. 
trate the profit and gain of practicing this 
morality, else it will be discarded. It is all well 
enough for a few scholarly sceptics to live the 
lives of gentlemen and claim that the clean- 
ness of their moral records proves that if 
infidelity were universal crime and indecency 
would not increase, but all men are not 
scholars, nor would all men pose for the eye of 
the critic, holding themselves in restraint to 
demonstrate that they could be infidels and 
still live clean lives, Buttertaorne, like Inger- 
soll, conscious that critical eyes were upon him 
and anxious to show that his abandonment of 
religion did not sever his allegiance to moral 
and civil law, walked uprightly among his fel- 
low-men, but his sons, not caring a rap about 
the success of infidelity as a social movement, 
pursued unbelief to its logical sequence. 

Their hearts were centers of sneers and sel- 
fishness, Anything was theirs that they could 
get and keep; those professing a higher sense 
of right and wrong than this were scoffed at as 
hypocrites. This life being everything, they 
held it to be their duty to make the most of it 
and extract from it all the gratification they 
could. In pursuing these objects they recog- 
nized no limits to their aggressiveness save 
those of restraint and penalty. They were the 
natural, crude, unvarnished product of in- 


fidelity. 


OO 


The boys soon became tyrantsin the home, 
combining to bluster down the father and 
mother and then warring each with his selfish 
nature against the other. They came to blows 
and fought brutally. In the village they drank 
to excess and were continually mixed up in 
shady transactions, until finally one of them 
fled the country to escape arrest for man- 
slaughter and the other was imprisoned as the 
foolish accomplice of an expert swindler. 


In his age John Butterthorne was forced to | 
leave his books and with pallid brow and thin 
hands to resume the heavy labor of his farm. 
Here and there the country over, were men 
who were yet his disciples and illumined their 
souls with the reflected light of his unbelief. 
Alone, heartsore, in the open fields all day, the 
episodes of his life would troop across the stage 
of his memory and the hollow failure of it all 
would oppress him. At such times he would 
feel that Nature was an adversary with whom 
he was called upon to argue in defence of his 
principles, and to the rustling of the leaves he 
would retort with a passage from Tom Paine, 
and to the chirping of the birds he would 
respond with an eloquent sentence from Vol- 
taire. But he felt sometimes that his answers 
were ineffectual, and one Sabbath morning 
when he heard the chimes from the town miles 
and miles away, he felt for a moment that his 
answers were profane. 

Paralysis finally smote him down without 
power of speech, but he could use his right 
hand with pain and difficulty. He put a 
request on paper that his wife should send for 
several of his friends—they had been his 
disciples. When they came he was a sorry 
spectacle, a stricken old man. Around his 
invalid chair they gathered, some old as him- 
self, others in the prime of manhood, and 
witnessed him write a message for them, at 
And this is what he 

| 


laborious intervals. 


wrote : 

“I am going to die. Looking through 
death’s door I see things which I could not 
make out froma distance. I have taught my 
frieuds infidelity and wish to also give them 
the benefit of my later knowledge as well as 
the fruits of my earlier folly. I now believe in 
a future life. There is a heaven—there is a 
hell, a burning hell, and I belong to it.” 

Here the agitation of his friends and the sobs 
of his wife caused an interruption of several 
minutes, and then the invalid resumed writing. 

“‘ The vanity born of a little reading made me 
what I was, I reckoned myself wiser than 
others, and would not embrace the beliefs 
accepted blindly by ignorant people. They 
were wise and I was foolish. My friends, I 
want you all to give up the things I taught you, 
for Iam wiser at this moment than during all 
my life. If youcannot believe, may God forgive 
you, for though the blame is mine I would not 
dare ask forgiveness.” 

John Butterthorne was exhausted and could 
write no more, Two weeks later he died. A 
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couple of his friends were impressed by his 
message, but the bulk of them hugged their 
principles all the closer and declared that the 
Paralysis had affected John’s mind or he would 
not have turned believer. They felt superior to 
what they called his weakness at the last pinch. 

But his life and death shows that the hand 
which implants error may prove powerless to 
eradicate it, and that a man’s life once lived is 
a sealed chapter which cannot be opened and 
revised by the trembling fingers of penitent 
age. 





Still Another Trolley Yarn. 





It happened in a Yonge street trolley car, 
going north, that two of us boys were seated 
comfortably one on the other’s knee, the car 
being crowded, when the following dialogue 
ensued, loud enough to be clearly heard by 
every passenger in the car, who smiled or 
giggled or laughed as was his, her or its particu- 
lar custom (as the amused one happened to be 
man, woman or dude) on occasions like this. 

‘*Look here, I say, Faltz, I’ve held a good 
many big babies in my day but you're the 
biggest one I ever nursed,” said he who was 
underneath, holding his two legs together like 
huge clothes props cut off short, but which 
swayed and wiggled under the weight and 
strain that was being placed upon them and 
from which they attempted to escape at every 
motion of the car as it bounded forward with 
fresh impetus from each stopping-place on its 
electric errand to scare children, run down 
women, frighten horses, bewilder farmers, 
astonish dogs, darting brilliant sparks from its 
five wheels and constantly sounding its huge 
resonant voice in tones resembling that of the 
fire engine. The motor glides along with 
redoubled vigor. 

The happy beneficiary of these clothes props 
wore a secret revengeful visage, and seemed to 
be dividing his thought ’twixt how to get 
square and also keep from coming to the 
ground and being soiled, which also some- 
times happens to clothes that are not properly 
propped. 

But now the car stops ani two young ladies, 
very pretty (like most fair maidens in fairy 
tales), enter. 

Prompted by the innate gallantry that has 
beautified mankind throughout the ages, Faltz 
sees his chance, seizes it, rises and offers his 
seat, on Strongarm’s knee, to the fairer of 
these two fair damsels. Result—Tableau— 
The revenge is complete. 

Strongarm, with a confused countenance, 
rises in a most confused manner and in a most 
confused way, which always happens to grace- 
ful men on occasions like this, resigns his seat, 
while Faltz, wearing a bland smile, remarks 
that ‘It is curious how some people forget 
their politeness until reminded by some good 
friend who has a charitable wish for their wel- 
fare.” At which the short, stout passenger 
again laughs uproariously, and the bashful 
schoolgirl gives another coquettish giggle with 
renewed vigor. 

The car has now reached Strongarm’s street, 
and with the same confused manner which he 
formerly displayed he pulls the bellrope in a 
more confused way and still confused, walks 
so, out intoacold and cruel world, muttering 
many warm epithets that could not be put 
into cold type. FALTz. 


The Mail Carrier. 











A wide, dazzling expanse of snow, brilliant 
under the bright surshine and the clear, blue 
sky of a winter in the Canadian North-West. 
On bound the yelping sleigh dogs to the crack 
of the whip, and the driver regards anxiously 
the one distant cloud-blot in the sky as it 
spreads and grows, heralded by the cutting 
wind carrying the thick snowflakes. 

The mail-carrier shudders. Ahead the end- 
less trail loses itself in the vista unbroken 
save by a solitary clump of trees, and he is 
alone with his savage, ravenous team, in whom 
hatred of the master is only held in check by 
fear of the whip. Kicks, blows and scant food 
beget hate in man and beast alike. 

The dogs stretch out on their breathless 
course; the sleigh swings in its glide, and 
faster and nearer comes the widening cloud 
and with it gray darkness, numbing cold and 
the sleep of eternity. 

And now the storm roars around him in its 
gathered strength, dashing the thick snow- 
flakes into his face, almost blinding him with 
their density, or whirling them across the 
plain in white pillars, blotting out the ill 
marked trail. What avails him his knowledge 
and strength against the sweep of the storm 
and the chill of death? It steals upon him and 
he, fighting, feels the grasp of its icy hand. Ah! 
The ruined hut and the sheltering trees, and 
madly he urges the panting team through 
the drifting snow. And now for a space the 
spirit of the storm pauses in his wild flight, 
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and through the lull the man sights the refuge. 
With the energy and effort of hope recalled it 
is reached, where before the warmth and glow 
of the hastily kindled fire the struggle and 
storm are forgotten. 

Outside the tempest howls and shrieks in 
balked rage ; inside the famishing dogs cower 
with savage snap and snarl, while glistening 
fangs and gleaming eyes bespeak the cravings 
of hunger. An oath, a shout, kicks and blows, 
and growls of menace are changed to yells of 
pain and fear, and the man roused by a sense 
of danger struggles against the lethargy of 
fatigue and heat. But his energies are dulled, 
and the voice of the wind, the rush of the tem- 
best, even the sight of the threatening teeth 
cannot dispel the languor creeping over him, 

With a shout of pain and rage he wakes, and 
with a flaming brand scatters the ravenous, 
emboldened brutes, who turn and crouch, 
whining, at the farther end of the hut. He 
throws on more wood and the dancing flames 
take shape and form, and the images of mem- 
cry crowd round the lonely man. 

Again slumber weighs him down and again 
he throws it off, for sleep, while savage hunger 
and hatred lhe waiting, is death. The fire 
flickers and dies, and at last the eyelids droop, 
the head falls and fatigue conquers. 

With stealthy, sneaking crawl, noiselessly 
the dogs creep towards the sleeping figure and 
with a howl they spring on it. There is a 
struggle and the flash of a knife in the dim 
light, oaths and yelps ; thrice he beats them off 
with desperate nerve, thrice they drag him 
down with the taste of blood in their mouths. 
He is down again with the brutes at his throat 
and thes truggle and cries grow fainter; there 
is a gasping moan, and the dogs tear and fight 
over a shapeless horror. 

DovuGLas GREGORY. 





At the Vocal Society’s Concert, 


At the Toronto Vocal Society’s concert last 
week, I sat behind two old gentlemen who 
discussed their failings in a tone so audible 
that I could not help hearing their every word. 

“Do you know,” said the clean-shaven one, “‘I 
have a most reprehensible habit of sitting down 
on my hat at every conceivable opportunity. 
In fact, I never now wear anything but a soft 
hat on that account. But this evening I was 
fortunate enough to remember my failing, and 
I have it under my seat.” 

“Well, Idon’t think I ever could forgive a 
man who sat on mine,” returned the other, 
laughing. ‘‘One may sit on one’s own hat 
through absent-mindedness, but when one 
sits on another's, it savors of gross careless- 
ness.” 

“So it does. Just for a moment, when I 
first came in, I thought I felt something under 
me, but I guess I won’t have to buy another 
to-morrow.” 





L’Envoi. 

While the National Anthem was being sung 
the clean-shaven old gentleman fished a hat 
out from under his seat and donned it. 

‘“* Excuse me,” said the other; ‘‘ you have my 
hat.” 

‘‘No, I have not. Here’s my name on the 
band. There’s yours,” and he pointed to a 
fedora beside his companion. 

“That can’t be yours,” returned his friend, 
**because you've just risen off a wreck.” And 
so he had, 

The smile died away on my lips when I dis- 
covered the wreck was mine. 

PEACEFUL JONES, 





The Trath About Apple Pie 


They had started a conundrum club, and 
everyone was expected to come prepared with 
a& number of good ones, 

‘*T’ve got one,” Anderson said. 

“ What is it?” queried the rest. 

‘“ When is an apple pie?” 

He stopped, and everyone looked at him but 
said nothing. 

“Well,” asked a man across the room, * go 
on. What did you stop there for?” 

‘Goon? Where? What for?” he asked. 

‘* Why, goon with your conundrum, When 
is an apple pie what?” 

‘That's what I said,” he replied. 

‘*Well, we know ; but what isthe conun- 
drum?” 

** When is an apple pie?” 

“There isn’t any sense in that,” put in 
another. ‘“* What’s the rest of it ?” 

“There isn’t any rest,” persisted Anderson, 
‘* When is an apple pie?” 

‘““ When is an apple pie what?” yelled the 
others. 

‘* Who said any apple pie what ?” 

‘* You did.” 

**I didn’t. 
apple pie.” 

* You did.” 

“T didn’t.” 

* You did.” 

** I didn’t.” 

And then the whole assembly sat on Ander- 
son, and when the police came in and rescued 
him it took half an hour to explain that an 
apple was pie when it was closed up with sugar 
and crust and things, like any pastry. It 
smashed up the club, though, and the conun- 
drum’s usefulness is that far established. 


I didn’t say anything about an 





Verily His Name Was Dennis. 


In the brilliantly lighted parlor they sat. 

He and she. Alone. 

She reclined at ease in an elegant satin- 
covered sofa chair, while he sat nervously on 
the extreme edge of a chair of severer pattern 
and listened tothe convulsive thump, thump 
with which his agitated heart seemed to be 
jumping up and down on his ear drums. 

**Can’t you answer me now, Miss Marie?” 
he pleaded. 

“* Mr. Shackelford,” she replied, after a pause, 
“do you think you ought to ask a young 
woman to be your wife who doesn’t even know 
your name?” 

“My name?” he exclaimed. ‘Surely, I 
have signed it often enough in my notes and 
letters to you !” 

“You have always signed it Harry D. 
Shackelford. That is not your full name, 
What does the D. stand for?” 

“You have guessed it, Miss Spangler,” he 
said, rising togo. ‘It stands for Dennis !”— 


Chicayo Tribune. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 
THE TRAGIC REVOLT OF ALAN KEITH, 

Between the uninhabited island of Nas- 
quappe and Demon's Ridge, on the northern 
coast of Labrador, lies tue sheltered harbor of 
Wilderness Creek, of which Alan Keith had 
frequently spoken in his talks with Master 
Plympton about the future of Newfoundland. 

At the main entrance from the sea the waves 
thunder in among boulder and tolid rock. The 
noise of the breakers as they pound the iron 
coast can be heard far out tosea. The exit isa 
narrow outlet protected by steep cliffs that 
shelter it from the northern rollers. I speak 
of entrance and exit advisedly, for either way 
and both are open for those who have the cour- 
age to navigate them. 
the Avenger, was the first ship’s master who 
had ever dared to seek the shelter and repose of 
this secret and almost unknown harbor. The 
reader will remember how Keith nad described 
its capacity to his neighbor and father-in-law. 
He had not, however, dreamed that he might 
one day drop an ancbor there for such a ship as 
the Anne of Dartmouth after such an adven- 
ture as that of her capture and change of name. 


“Women like to change their names,” Keith | 


had remarked, ‘and this trull o’ Ristack’s is 
honored in her new one, and by all the saints 
she shall be the virago o' these Northern seas.’ 
Between the entrance from the ocean and the 
exit was the bay, of which Alan had spoken, 
lying ever as still and glassy as a land-Iccked 
lake. No kind of weather made any difference 
to its calm serenity. Salt as the outer ocean, 


it was a perfect mirror to the surrounding | 


rocks, and it repeated in its vast depths the 
yellow sea-sand and the mighty boulders that 
fringed its silent margin. 

On one hand the harbor was bordered by a 
rough bouldered beach that rose up, shelf upon 
shelf, into a tall promontory known by the 
mariner far and wide as a time-honored warn- 
ing of danger. On the other hand the shore 
was a wilderness of jagged rock and stony 
hollows, a land of salty barrenness dotted with 
stunted growths of underwood and bracken, 
the home of sea-birds and other more fear- 
some fowl in the shape of imps and fiends of 
the pit, according to well approved tradition. 
In spring Wilderness Creek was accessible ; 
and to Keith the entire region was a land of 
promise and fair weather. 

The promontory was called Demon’s Reck. 
It had at times of storm and tempest cast its 
awful shadow over sailors wrecked at the very 
entrance of the unknown harbor into which 
their broken ships with daring helmsmen at 


Alan Keith, piloting in | 


| boat 
| that Alan must 


to the Micmacs, Esquimaux and others, assur- 
ing them of the protection of the king. He 
further exhorted them to live peaceably tc- 
gether and avoid all causes of violence and 
bloodshed. He took great interest in the 
Indians of Newfoundland, and opened vom- 
munications with a tribe on the Exploits river. 
Here with an expedition of a hundred and 
thirty men he induced four Indians to go away 
with him, leaving two marines as hostages. 
fhe Indians were to return with presents and 
pledges of peace. They did return with their 
escort, but to find the marines brutally mur- 
dered, their bodies bristling with arrows. The 
English interest inthe Indian since that time 
has no doubt been equally sincere; but in our 
day Newfoundland has buried the last of the 
Micmacs, Had the home Governments of the 
time shown anything like a sympathetic inter- 
est in the English cettlers, the fishery and 
other claims of France would have been just as 
completely laid at rest. 

In the early days of his courtship of Hannah 
Plympton, and after their happy marriage, 
Alaa Keith had speculated upon the advan- 
tages of a settlement hereabouts, with such 
winter arrangements of stores and provisions 
as would make the ice and snow as welcome 
as the summer sun and shower. He had in his 
mind that safe and sheltered harbor of Wil- 
derness Creek for the laying up of ships and 
boats locked in with icy bergsand yet sheltered 
from the belt of northern storms of sleet and 
snow, a veritable retreat from the influences of 
envy and free from the attacks of avarice. 
Piympton had smiled at Keith’s stories of the 
plece, knowing the character it bore and hav- 
ing had in days gone by some experience of its 
dangers and its icy gales. As for Wilderness 
Creek affording an entrance for anything larger 
than a cuckleboat, Plympton paid tribute to 
Alan's seamenship in questioning if any other 
Newfoundland fisherman would risk asmack in 
the attempt, or make any comparison between 
Wilderness Creek and St. John's, where achain 
drawn across the gate-like entrarce to the har- 
bor was out of the question, seeing that you 
entered St. John’s from the open sea, while 
Wilderness Creek, so called, was approached 
through waterways beset with hidden rocks, 
by shoal and devilries of all kinds, the 
creek itself acting as a sucker to drag a 
to destruction. Plympton contended 
have found some other 
course than that of: Wilderness Creek, but 
Alan knew that the father of Heart's Delight 
emphasized his objections to Labrador because 
he loved the settlement that was his home, 


the wheel might have been steered and defied | and Alan finding the Northern coast and its 


the wildest storm ; 
was to the general voyagers a God forgotten 
country. None suspected it of the possibilities 
which had struck Alan Keith in his first fish- 
ing cruise among its strange and dangerous 
waters. At the base of Demon’s Promon ory 
climbing up from the sandy beach was an open 
wide-mouthed cave. Its entrance was a kind 


of natural hall-way; it might have been the | 
| before the fishing. Spring and early autumn 


approach to some giant's castle. 
Penetrating its depths you soon became con- 
scious of a light like a star shining afar off. 


Then your level path was impeded by an ob- | 
This was only | 


struction of rock and shingle. 
the first of many natural ridges of rock, steps 
that led (o the light which was an outlet from 
the cavern into the open country beyond. 


Alan Keith had climbed this stairway, and | 


following a narrow shingly trail had eventu- 
ally come upon a stretch of pleasant country 


where the berry bearing plants of the penin- | 


sula of Labrador grew in great variety. They 
consisted of partridge berries, hurtleberries, 
wild currants and gooseberries, and as Keith 
had made his most notable excursion in the 
early days of autumn, he had become ac- 
quainted with the horticultural riches of 
labrador when most he could appreciate 
them. Mosses of many colors, ferns, tall 
grasses and wild flowers made this oasis in the 
desert a little garden of paradise in summer; 
and there were days even inthe severest win- 
ter when the air was dry and exhilarating aud 
the skies a bright and lovely blue. Traveling 
a mile or two further afield Keith had found 
himself at the head of one of the flords of the 
country bounded with noble forest trees, 
while game was a3 abundant as the most 
ardent hunter could desire. Here he 
had seen an encampment of Micmacs; but 
both Indian and E:quimaux appeared to be as 
shy of Wilderness Creek as were the navigators 
of the sea. It is true there was atrail from the 
cave of Demon’s Rock that came eventually 
upon the little paradise of berry plants and 


had no appearance of recent use. Keith, judg- 


but this coast of Labrador | inland country so much better than ita reputa- 


tion, was inclined to paint it in exaggerative 
co’ors. He had not, however, done Wilderness 


Creek and its lonely harbor any more than 
| justice. 
| but he was more, he was both wise and cautious, 


It is true he was a skilful navigator, 


He had made a regular sailing chart of the 


| course into Wilderness Creek, and had sailed 


his smack over it in all weathers, after and 


were the ceasons when he best knew the reck- 
strewn coast, and in his somewhat exaggerated 
way he had declared to his father-in-law that 
the approach to the creek was ‘‘as safe asa 
canal.” If only Plympton had listened with 
faith to Alan, or Alan had acted upon the 
instinctive alarm of Plympton as to the future 
of Newfoundland, what happiness might have 
been in store for them and for Hannah and the 
infant, David Keith, whose young life which 
had begun with promise of fair weather was 
now beset with perilous storm and tempest. 

Not even the romantic and flery Scotchman’s 
bitterest enemy could have invented the sad 
and dreary circumstances under which he 
came to seek the shelter of this rock-protected, 
and in winter, ice-blocked harbor of Wilderness 
Creek. His first daring act of reckless courage 
and loving devotion, after the sanguinary 
vengeance he and his comrades had taken 
upon the Anne of Dartmouth, was to seek the 
new settlement of Heart's Content. 

At a point or two beyond the neck of land 
which had run out into the sea like a shelter- 
ing arm of comfort to Heart's Delight, Keith 
had landed in the disguise of his stubble 


beard and haggard face, supplemented with 
some strange garments found on board Ris- 
tack’s ship, and had made his way to Back-Bay 


Valley, only to find his worst fears fulfilled, 
He stood on the fringe of the little cemetery 


that had been marked out by reverent hands 
to witness its inauguration with all that re- 
mained of the sweet and angelic woman who 
had blessed him with her wifely companion- 
flowers, but it was vague and uncertain, and | ship and was the mother of his infant son, 


He knew the moment he set foot in the new 




















ing from Plympton’s information relating to | settlement, that the coffin covered with wild 
the old country’s troubles with the French, | flowers that rested by an open grave enshroud- 
came to the conclusion that this trail was a | ed the woman of all others in the world, whom 
relic of the aborigines in those latitudes, used | it seemed to him the Almighty might have 
afterwards by the Micmacs, who had during | spared, not for him alone, but for the gocd of 
their incursions annihilated the original shy | all creation, to be a light of sweet and blessed 
and unwarlike natives, to become themselves | piety, and example of charity and love, too good 
victims to the dominant race. The Micmacs | and beautiful he knew for so worldly and coarse 
were from Cape Breton and Nova Scotia. They | a comrade as himself, but one whom he could 
were more or less allies of the 'rencb, and were | woiship as a type of all that was heavenly, 
supposed to have invaded the island in their | sweet and true. 

interests ; but the chief antipathies of the Mic- | And so he stood on the outskirts of the sor- 
macs appear to have been exercised against | rowful crowd, and joined spec chless, yet with 
the aborigines, whom they : lew or starved out | all his aching heart and soul, in the holy ser- 
of existence. The Micmacs established fishing | vice that Father Lavello read and chanted, and 
and hunting grounds, and increased and multi- listened to his gracious and pathetic words of 
plied, but only fora time. The latest histori- | certain prophecy of bliss for her holy spirit. 
cal incident connected with their settlement in | Alan did not murmur a single word of prayer 
Newfoundland is connected with theGovernor- | or hope, but the tears fell down his sunken 
ship of Sir Thomas Duckworth, who in 1810 | cheeks, heavy drops of bitter agony. He had 
was appointed Commander-in-Chit fof theisland | not the heart to speak tc a soul then or there- 
of Newfoundland and the islands adjacent, | after, but he allowed them to go away—his 


including those cf St. Pierre and Mique- | father-in-law Plympton, the good priest, Pat 
lon and all the coast of Labrador, | Doolan, Sally the nurse, and the rest of his 
from the river St. John’s to Hudson's | friends and companions, 


When night came he crept to the spot where 
they had laid her and fell upon his face in an 
agony of grief. “Oh, just heaven! give her 
back to me!” he cried. ‘* Mother of God, what 
hae I done to be sae afflicted?" The leaves 


Straits, and the islard of Anticosti and others 
adjacent. He made a voyage which extended 
to the prix cipal northern settlements and also 
to the little known country of Labrador. In 
the latter region he addressed a proclamation 


















rustled in the trees, and a night bird called to 
its mate. “Dear wife—sweetheart, if I could 
only have held thee in my arms and said good- 
bye,asma’ mercy that, God knows!” Then 
he groveled by the grave and prayed that he 
might pass away there and end his woes for- 
ever. When the dews of morning mingled 
their tears with his he kissed the wet earth 
that lay soft and tearful above her, and went 
his way. He was another man, not the chas- 
tened sinner, intent on making himself worthy 
to meet herin heaven. All the good that was 
in him when her voice was heard in the land 
and the light in her eyes seemed to make all 
things glad, fell away from him as he strode 
out for the beach where his boat was lying. 
He was once more the avenger, his soul tossed 
upon a sea of passion, as it was when on the 
deck of the captured ship he had sworn to 
make hiscrew rich with gold and silver and 
his own life one of devilish reprisal for the ills 
that tyranny and misfortune had heaped upon 
him, always provided—and this was a sort of 
Jesuitical reservation—-that God would spare 
Hannah to him and make her days happy in 
his love, 

No prayer of his or of the priest’s, no suppli- 
cation of Hannah's had been vouchsafed any 
other answer than such as the fiend himself 
might have made ; and henceforth he would 
repay evil with evil. The soul of Nero had en- 
tered his bosom, untempered even by one single 
thought of his child. It was strange that his 
love for Hannah should not have made him 
keenly sensible of that legacy of her love ; but 
losing her, the great world of good was a 
blank. 

A natural sympathy with religious hopes 
and fears might have made him thoughtful of 
the things that Hannah might have liked him 
to do had she been able to guide him with her 
tender thoughts and human aspirations. But 
it was as ifthe devil had taken possession of 
him, Had Father Lavello,an unusually en- 
lightened priest for those days, been consulted 
upon Keith’s state of mind he would have pro- 
ceeded to exorcise the fiend that had entered 
into the body of his otherwise honest and man- 
ly parishioner at Heart’s Content. Keith had 
given Back-Bay Valley this name of happy 
augury, but it cast no sunny light upon his 
soul ; it only breathed to him of the direst mis- 
fortune on account of which in his madness he 
conceived himself entitled to the direst ven- 
geance even upon those who had had no hand 
in the misery that had befallen him. 

Without a word to any living soul, he left the 
new made grave and strode away to the ren- 
dezvous where his boat awaited him. Plymp 
ton would hardly have known his familiar 
friend had he met him bending his way along 
unaccustomed forest paths, breaking through 
tangled jungle, now bursting out upon 
stretches of open shore and shingle, a gaunt 
giant, pressing forward on some tremendous 
mission. 

Pride in an angel made the first devil. Un- 
requited love has changed gentle natures to 
bloody murderers. Misfortune will make a 
hell of a veritable paradise. Injustice and mis- 
fortune, twin spoilers of happy homes, had 
turned all that was great and good and pure in 
Alan Keith's nature to gall and wormwood, to 
sour and bitter, to devilry and debauch, 

Not alone under the curse of the fishing 
admirals but under the vengeful action of 
Alan Keith, both Heart’s Delight and Heart's 
Content became a desolation uf justice and 
revenge. Troops from the garrison of St. 
John’s marched upon Heart’s Content and took 
away David Plympton, Patrick Doolan and 
three other settlers on charges of high treason. 
They were put on board a warship that had 
come round in defence of the fisheries to be 
met with the tokens of revolt that Heart's 
Delight and the rear admiral of the fishing 
fleet had found in the mutilated bodies of 
Ristack and Ruddock, grim and ghastiy iodgers 
in the ooze that rankled round the piles of 
Plympton’s boat-house and fish-stage. The 
settlement of Heart’s Delight being already 
broken up, its humble homes in ruins, the gov- 
ernor of St. John’s, stimulated by the hope of 
distinction and reward, concluded to root out 
the settlement whose traitorous founders had 
been known to express sympathy with the 
rebellious colonists, and who were suspected 
on reliable evidence of leaguing with the 
mutineers of the Anne of Dartmouth. The 
disappearance of John Preedie, the Eastern 
man, Damian, the dwarf, Dick, the builder, 
and others, the most resolute of the men of 
Heart's Delight, was a sufficient vindication of 
the action of St. John’s, 

It was in many ways an historic and tragic 
season the fishing that last saw the admirals 
in full and uncontrolled authority of the coasts 
and settlements of Newfoundland; for spite 
of watchful cruisers, which had plenty to do 
to hold the English commerce of the seas from 
the ravages of hostile fleets, the Pioneer and 
her consort with his rear admiral’s ensign fly- 
ing were captured and burnt, the light of their 
oily cargoes, the flery flakes of their flaming 
ropes and tackle illuminating the desolated 
shores of Heart’s Delight. The crews, siripped 
of everything they possessed, were allowed to 
put cff in boats unarmed and unprovisioned, 
all except the rear admiral of the fleet, who 
was hanged at his own yard-arm, where he 
swung to and fro in the fire until he fella 
crackling mass into the sea, 

But the booty which Alan Keith promised 
his comrades had yet to come, and come it did 
with startling rapidity. He was no respector 
of nationalities; he was a Yankee when it 
pleased his fancy, and a Britisher when most 
he honored a foreign foe. The shipin which he 
achieved his greatest victories, or, as the Home 
Government would have described it, his worst 
outrage, was the St, Dennis, a French sloop of 
war of thirty guns. The capture was madea 
few leagues away from the northernmost point 
ot Labrador. The Avenger in response to the 
Frenchman’s salute, hoisted the stars and 
stripes, The Frenchman put offa boatand invited 
the Yankeetocome aboard. Keith accepted the 
invitation. He related something of his griev- 
ances against the mother country and showed 
the papers with which Plympton had entrusted 
Preedie; the Frenchman was hilarious 
over the success he had already won at sea in 
attacks on British commerce, and Alan Keith 
gave vent to his aspirations for the freedom cf 
the colonies and his glory in the new flag of 
liberty. Furthermore, Alan spoke of his cap. 
ture and burning of the fishing shipe, and the 
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Frenchman explained and advocated the right- 
ful claims of his country to all the fishing 
grounds of Newfoundland and to the entire 
island itself. Keith found it rather difficult to 
sympathize with his host in regard to the 
French pretensions to Newfoundland, having 
listened to many a gallant yarn of Plympton's 
in which French attacks had been gloriously 
defeated against overwhelming odds. Never- 
theless, he drank the ship’s wine, praised her 
prowess and expressed a hope that France and 
America would divide between them the great 
new world, 

One of the Frenchman’s prizes was a Bristol 
merchantman fairly armed and considered safe 
to hold her own, having on board considerable 
treasures of gold and precious stones; but in 
an evil hour she had been compelled to ship a 
fresh crew ina foreign port who had not the 
courage of Western men in face of spiteful 
odds and powerful guns, and so the best of her 
cargo was on board the Frenchman. 

When Alan Keith returned to the Avenger 
he held a council of war and strategy and laid 
before his officers and mena plan of surprise 
which should give them not only booty but a 
new ship with which they might hope to meet 
a certain British vessel reported by a Yankee 
scout to be on her way with specie to pay her 
troops at Boston. 

The captain of the Frenchman accepted the 
return courtesy of the rebel, and it was agreed 
that the two ships should cruise in company 
and support each other in any operation that 
might make such alliance desirable. 

Keith had no sentiment about the sacred 
rights of hospitality. It mattered nothing to 
him hat he had brokeu bread with the French- 
man, the Frenchman with him; all was fair or 
foul, he cared not which so that he achieved 
hisend. Indeed, he did not stop to consider 
what was fair or foul in love or war; and he 
had infused the same devilish spirit into his 
men, 

It blew a gale the next day and Keith 
allowed his ship to get into difficulties, She 
would not answer herhelm, The helmsman 
took care that she should not, except to let her 
drift upon the Frenchman in such a way that 
the booms and rigging of the two vessels be- 
came sufficiently entangled for carrying out the 
infamous plot of the English commander. 
When the Frenchman was most engaged in 
helping: his ally, Keith’s crew, armed to the 
teeth, suddenly sprang upon the unsuspecting 
Frenchman's deck and almost without a blow 
made prize of the rich and splendidly equipped 
cruiser. 

Dismantling his own guns, removing such 
stores as might be useful on the Prize, cripp- 
ling the Avenger either for offence or defence, 
the foreigners were transferred to the now dia- 
carded ship on board of which Admiral Ris- 
tack hac. sailed into the peaceful harbor of 
Heart's Delight. 

The change from one ship to the other was 
not made without some trouble, not to say 
danger, for the men of the St. Dennis far out- 
numbered those of the Avenger, and in the 
midst of the operation the outlook announced 
‘‘a strange sail,” and in his next breath pro- 
nounced her “a three decker.” Keith took the 
glass himself and endorsed the correctness of 
the lookout’s vision. 

** Noo, my lads, cast off the Mossoos? Is that 
the last boat?” 

** Aye, aye, sir.” 

** Let her go.” 

‘*She’s away, sir,” was the answer, as the 
Avenger’s whale boat plunged into the foam 
and made for the Avenger that was lying to 
somewhat uncomfortably, the wind still blow- 
ing half a gale. 

**Noo, Scot,” shouted Alan, ‘“‘see if the 
Frenchman understands ye as well as the ship 
ye’ve just left. Hard up with your helm! 
We'll show the stranger a clean pair o' heels. 
She carries a real old British vice-admiral's flag 
and has three rows of teeth just as angry asa 
shark's, Head up, man! What ails ye? Now, 
Nicol, my sop, all hands, pack on the sail! 
From royal to stunsail. Handy man! It's 
cursed strange if a French cruiser doesna 
answer her helm when it’s torun before the 
foe! That's it. Cheerily, my lads, and now 
for Wilderness Creek with extra grog and a di- 
vision of booty!” 

The Avenger slopped up and down in the 
foaming waters, waiting to see the capture of 
their treacherous enemy, and the great moun- 
tainous Britisher came on under a heavy pres- 
sure of canvas on her trip of enquiry and inves- 
tigation. Alan Keith had not deigned to 
answer her signals ; he had made up bis mind 
to get away from her, 

“It’s no dishonor, lads,” he said, ‘to show 
this vice-admiral our stern, all the mair that 
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we dinna yet understand our French lassie’s 
ways. By— lads, she’s coming down upon us; 
we'll barely clear her broadside if she delivers 
it. Ah, ab, he kens we'll do it !” 

And they did, for the mighty hail of lead 
hurled past them. For a moment it seemed as 
if the St. Dennis had caught herself the scent 
of danger and was willing to escape, The 
next moment bending before the wind that 
filled every sail, she fairly bounded over the 
waves, her course dead ontowards Promontory 
Rock. 

The warship gave chase and sent a flying 
shot or two in the wake of the cruiser to keep 
the game alive, but the St. Dennis gradually 
drew out of range. Then the enemy manceu- 
vred smartly for so large a vessel to come by 
the wind and lay the retreating ship once more 
under her guns, evidently expecting the St. 
Dennis to change her course, which otherwise 
must land her upon the rocks of Labrador. 
Several of Keith’s own men in whispers ques- 
tioned the wisdom of trying to make Wilder- 
ness Creek in such a gale. They had made 
their first entrance through the rocky water- 
ways iu fine weather. The dangers were suf- 
ficiently apparent then, but now with the 
clouds so heavy that it was difficult to say 
which was sea and which sky, and with a ship 
that was new to them, even Donald Nicol ques- 
tioned the wisdom of his chief in steering for 
Wilderness Creek, 

“ Better die fighting our ship than broken to 
bits on the rocks,” said Nicol. 

Keith heard the remark. It was intended 
for him. He paid no attention to it. Whilehe 
issued his orders as calmly as if he were pilot- 
ing a yacht on a calm and sunny lake, he 
watched intently the chasing ship. 

“* She leaves us to our fate,” he said present- 
ly to Preedie, who stood by his side. ** Ah, 
ah! my lads, she quits the chase; by the 
honor o’ bonnie Scotiand, if she'd raked us once 
we'd been lost |” 

The commander of the three-decker was rot 
to be tempted beyond the line of safe naviga- 


tion, He lay to and watched the cruiser as she 
pelted on her way to what not he alone, but 
safer marinerson board the flying ship re- 
garded as her sure and unavoidable destruc: 
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The New British Rustics. 





One of the most striking signs of the times is 
the steady decay of a distinct type of British 
Villagers, farm laborers and rus- 
tics generally, as they are illustrated in old 
prints and described in old books, are gradu- 
ally, indeed speedily, becoming things of the 
past. You seldom see a smock-frock on a 
countryman, except he, be an old man, and 
even then what by the younger fraternity is 
In- 
stead, you will find the majority of the aged 
and all of the young men clad in the common, 
every-day dress of the towns, save that the 


peasantry. 


derisively termed an old-fashioned chap. 


clothes are more ill-fitting and clumsily made. 


Time was when a clean-shaven English 
‘*Hodge” was the rule, his only attempt at 
hiraute appendage being small, neatly kept 
whiskers from ear to chin on each side of his 


jaws, a joining together in a fringe underneath 


being sometimes permissible. Such a thing as 
a beard or mustache (certainly never the latter 


alone) was unheard of. Bot now! Why, your 
p!owman looks for all the world like a dragoon 
in plain clothes, and plain clothes of the latest 
style. 

One day recently while walking along a 
Hampshire road, on one side of which the late 
autumn plowing had been carried forward into 
the almanac’s first day of winter, I was ac- 
costed by the plowman, who stopped his smok- 
ing team for a moment while his attendant 
plowboy scraped the clinging, chalky soil from 
the share, and asked the time of day. He wore 
a narrow-brimmed, stiff Derby (to use an 
Americanism unknown in England), a short- 
waisted, cutaway black tail-coat, loose trowsers 
and colored flannel shirt. His hair was neatly 
cut, and he sported a dark and well shaped 
mustache (his only facial hair), which would 
have done credit to an officer of light cavalry. 
Nor did he use a syllable of dialect. 

*‘Can you tell me what o'clock it is, sir?” 
was all he said. And there was never a hat- 
touch accompanying the request, let me ob- 
serve. No doubt his father would have pulled 
his forelock and said: ‘* Wot be toime o’ day, 
maester?” But he would have worn a snow- 
white smock, tight cord breeches and leather 
leggins, an unbleached calico shirt, hob-nail 
boots, a loose red handkerchief round his neck, 
and either a high beaver or a soft, wide 
brimmed felt hat, or, maybe, a knitted cap. 

Nor are the women behind the men in such 
matters, In place of sun-bonnets, red cloaks, 
linsey-woolsey petticoats, blue yarn stockings, 
and large, heavy shoes, such as their mothers 
and grandmothers wore, you will see be- 
flowered, and befeathered, and _  beribboned 
straw or felt hats, tight-fitting jackets, fash- 
ionably made gowns, cashmere “hose,” and as 
fashionably shaped and as well-made boots as 
the nearest town’s shoe shops can provide. 
Where yarn “mitts” used to satisfy all re- 
quirements against the cold of ,winter, now 
even in summer kid gloves are the rule. 

I was visiting at the house of a lady friend 
in one of the larger towns of a southern county 
not long ago, and, among other topics of con- 
veraation, we were discussing the very subject 
of this letter—the decadence of the British 
peasantry asatype. At the time 1 was not so 
positive in my views as I am now, and so ex- 
pressed myself to my lady friend, who had 
very decided opinions in favor of the aftirma- 
tive of the proposition. While we were talk- 
ing, the footman came into the room and 
handed a letter to his mistress, which she read, 

“Very well,” she answered; ‘“‘I’ll ring when 
I want to see her.” Then turning to me as the 
man departed she said, ‘‘ I'm sure we shall find 
an illustration of what I claim, if you won't 
mind staying in the room while I see a young 
woman who has applied for the situation of 
my kitchen maid. This is a note from the 
rector of her parish, highly recommending her. 
She comes from a village about four miles out 
in the country, and” (looking at the letter 
again) ‘is the daughter of the head game- 
keeper on Lord Babbicombe’s estate, Motti- 
stone Towers. You know it?” 

I told her I did not ; but that did not signify, 
as I should be glad to see the young woman all 
the same. 

‘Very well, then,” said Mrs. Dugdale—so let 
us call her—‘I'll have her in. You know, I 
always see my servants before I engage them. 
I won’t trust the housekeeper. I only hope her 
mother has come with her,” and she rang the 
bell for the young woman to come in, 

**Pardon me,” said I, while we waited. 
‘“Why do you hope for the presence of the 
mother of this young person?” 

‘* Why, to let you see the contrast, of course. 
So that you may observe the great—— But, 
hush. Here she is.” 

The footman threw the drawing-room door 
open with a flourish, but without a syllable of 
speech accompanying it, and pompously 
ushered ina tall, slight, handsome young girl 
of about nineteen, dressed in a blue serge skirt 
and tight jacket, which fitted her small waist 
closely ; a pair of neat, though not very small, 
high-heeled shoes exhibiting themselves be- 
neath the broad hem of her striped under petti- 
coat, with an inch or two of fine-ribbed, cash- 
mere black stockings showing above them, 
A cock’s feather boa was knotted round her 
neck, and she wore brown kid gloves, with 
broad back stitchings (they were men’s eights, 
it is true), while a wide-brimmed black felt hat, 
with red feathers, sat jauntily on the top of 
the coils of her carefully arranged chestnut 
hair, which fell ina ‘ fringe” over her fore- 
head. A black dotted veil was tightly drawn 
across her nose, She stalked in with a confi- 
dent stride, and giving Mrs. Dugdale a smiling 
nod, stood looking her over from top to toe, 
Following her closelycame a small woman of 
between fifty and sixty, bare-handed and 
shambling, a large, old fashioned black straw 
bonnet, witha “curtain” covering her head, 
and a gray woolen shawl held together by one 
hand over a plain cotton gown. In her free 
hand she clatched the handle of a square 
wicker basket with a lid, and she dropped a 
courtesy as she crossed the threshold. Mrs. 
Dugdale gave a quick glance of mixed 
frown and smile from one tothe other, and 
then elevated her eyebrows to me, She 
then began the usual preliminary question- 
ing, to which the young woman 
replied with a series of simpering, affected 
* yes’m’s,” while she wriggled her shoulders, 
pushed on the fingers of her gloves, or adjusted 
her veil, her mother looking anxiously on, ap- 






































parently eager to get ina tavorable word for 
her daughter, but held in check by admonitory 
side glances from the latter. 

‘*And you understand kitchen work?” said 
Mrs. Dugdale, doubtfully. 

**Oh, yes’m,” wriggled the girl. 

‘*She be a rare'un for cookin’, mum. That 
she b3,” blurted out the mother, unable longer 
to restrain her tongue. 

‘Quiet, mother,” whispered the daughter, 
with a scowl, 

* And your name?” said Mrs. Dugdale. 

‘* Blanche Geraldine, ’m.” 

** That is quite enough,” Mrs, Dugdale replied, 
ringing the bell quickly. ‘‘ You needn’t trouble 
to see Mrs, Simmons.” 

‘*Then you be goin’ to engage her?” beamed 
the mother, hopefully. ‘I be that glad, I do. 
I hope as how she'll keep this place, mum, for 
she don’t find no place to suit her, mum.” 

‘*T am not surprised at that,” answered Mrs, 
Dugdale dryly. ‘‘No, lam sorry tosay that 
she must add this to her list of places that 
won't suit her. At all events, she won't suit 
the place. Good-day to you. That will do,” as 
the footman appeared to show them out. 

The young woman tossed her head. 

“IT told’ee how ‘twould be! i know'd it!” 
cried the mother, as, first dropping another 
courtesy, she turned and followed her daugh- 
ter, who flounced defiantly out into the hall. 
* It’s allalong o’ them there furbelows, and 
feathers, an’ tight stays. I know'd it. That I 
did, I know’d it.” 

‘“What do you say to that?” said Mrs. 
Dugdale to me, as the footman closed the door. 

I think I may ask the reader the same ques. 
tion.—Cockaigne, in San Francisco Argonaut, 





Those Candle Chandeliers. 





‘* What are you looking at, Uncle Silas?” 

**Jes' lookin’ at them durned candles. Ourn 
to home only last one night, an’ these has burnt 
a hull week.” 








Too Much for Him, 


A young woman carrying a small hand 
basket got on the car at one of the way 
stations and sat down meekly in a seat behind 
which the inquisitive desperado with chin 
whiskers was ensconced. 

The car was very hot and close and the 
young woman wanted to say good-bye to her 
friend on the platform, s» she raised the 
window an inch or two to speak through it. 

* Put down that window, young woman!” 
thundered the car terror at her back, 

She did not hear, but went on with what she 
was saying: ‘Tell John to tell Mary to write 
often and—ouch!" For at that moment the 
car window began to descend, and the girl just 
escaped having a broken neck. 


It was the man behind her who had shut it, 
and as he did so he made a discovery that 
caus d him to snort with indignation. 

** Here, conductor,” he called, as the car began 
to move, and that official at once stopped to see 
what the matter was. 

‘* Look in that basket,” said the desperado. 

“IT haven't any right to,” said the conductor 
sternly. 

** Yes, youhave; I say you have, ha! Did you 
see that lid move? Look there, conductor.” 

The conductor looked and saw a tiny black 
nose protrude a moment from the cover of the 
basket. It was instantly withdrawn. 

‘*-Madam,” said the conductor, in a voice cal- 


““What dog?” asked Miss Rustic innocently. 


** The one in your basket.” 

* But there is nodog in my basket, I assure 
you, sir.” 

“Oh, those little deceptions won’t go down 
with me. You are breaking the company's 
rules and making yourself liable to a misde- 
meanor. Hand over the basket.” 

** Here it is, conductor,” said the inquisitive 
fiend, reaching over and grabbing the basket, 
“here's the dog, too, and—Oh, Lord, murder, 
take it off—it's the—the——” 

“It’s only a tame black squirrel,” said the 
young woman ; “ it won’t kill anybody.” 

‘*Take i; off,” shrisked the car terror as it 
frisked in his hair, and the squirrel’s mistress, 
fearing it would be killed in the melee, called 
it back and shut it up in the basket. 

As the conductor had no schedule about 
squirrels he did not interfere with this one, and 
the man who was the cause of the trouble 
sneaked into the smoking-car and stayed there 
the rest of the trip.—Detroit Free Press. 


Stub Ends of Thought. 


The man who thinks he is good is really not 
much better than the man who thinks he is 
bad. 

No man ever bought his way into heaven by 
leaving his money to the needy after he had 
started that way. 

How many moreofus sorrow for what we 
have not done than rejoice for what we have 
done. 

The highest church steeple on earth is not as 
near heaven asa sack of flour left in a poor 
woman’s cellar, 

Put out your hand before you put up your 
prayer. 

The colder the winter the warmer our hearts 
should be, 

Don’t wait for somebsdy else to show you 
how to doright. 

There are sermons in socks, prayers in pota- 
toes, benedictions in bread, consolation in coal, 
hallelujahs in hams, Christianity in clothes 
and salvation in soup for the needy and suffer- 
ing in the freezing cold of winter. 

Let your right hand know what your left is 
doing and pull together, 

Angels’ crowns are made of the souls of good 
women.— Detroit Free Press, 
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One Mother’s Mistake. 











‘*Tt seems to me,” said a woman lately, one 
whose sons and daughters are grown up and 
out in the world, “that if,I had my children to 
bring up over again I would give up everything 
and devote myself to each till he was five years 
old. WhatI did was to employ nurses—what 
a travesty of the tenderly significant word— 
from infancy to about that time, when I looked 
after them myself. One of my children—he is 
a married man now—cherishes still a most un- 
reasoning fear of the dark, even of passing an 
open door of an unlighted apartment, because, 
forsooth, years ago in his babyhood a nurse 
urged him to sleep lest a wolf should come out 
of the dark and get him. 

“A second son will carry to his grave a 
nervous dread of laughing, born of a practice 
by another nurse of showing her large, white, 
glittering teeth in a mirthless grin when, as an 
infant, he fretted. I caught her at it one day 
and instantly sent her away, but the mischief 
was done, and I have been helpless to combat 
it. And my nurses were no worse than my 
neighbors’. 

‘A child's caretaker should be a child lover, 
and one who loves a child like his mother. I 
long to say to every young mother I know, ‘Stay 
with your babies if you possibly can until they 
are big enough to know what is going on about 
them; let maids wait upon and assist you in 
supplying their needs, but let no nurse (?) have 
achance todo them ignorant and life-lasting 
harm.’"—N. Y. Times. 
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A Drummer’s Nerve. 





A Boston drummer had borrowed $10 from a 
Springfield merchant, and for a year had been 
calmly destroying all the angry duns which the 
merchant sent. One day the Springfield man 
went to Boston, blazing with rage and deter- 
mined to order his winter goods from another 
firm 

He walked into the drummer’s office with 
fire in his eyes. But it had no effect on the 
agent. The latter grasped his hand and en- 


culated to raise seventeen sleepers instead of | quired about all the folks, 


seven, ‘‘you must send that dog to the baggage 
car.” 


“That’s all right,” said the Springfield man, 
** but will I have totake my money out in bluff?” 





Just Missed It. 


matter always seemed to slip my mind. 
not tell you how badly I feel about it. 
step this way and I will get it for you.” 


Then going to the bookkeeper he said: 
“Just let Mr. J——— have $10, will you, 


Fred ?” 


The bookkeeper handed over the money with- 
out any trouble, and the Springfield man be- 
came very strongly of the opinion that he had 
made a mistake in forming such an unfavor- 
the agent.% His manner 


able estimate of 
changed, and after talking a while the two be- 
came as close friends as ever. The Spring- 
field man finally gave his order, and went 
home satisfied that he had made a mistake and 
atoned for it, 

In due time the order arrived. With it came 
the bill. The Springfield man looked it over, 
and when he reached the last item opened his 
eyes very wide. This was the item : 
a $10 

The Springfield man now gets his orders 
filled elsewhere.— Boston Herald, 
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For headache, toothache and all other 
St. Jacobs Oil has no equal. ne 








Valuable Assistance. 

‘‘IT am going to write a few jokes for Harper’ 
Drawer,” observed the Funny Man. ih 
; ‘“ Allright. I'll help vou,” replied grandfather, 
bane me tell you some I heard when I wasa 

oy.” 


BEECHAM's Pits for a bad liver. 





They Do, Sometimes. 
“T tell you, Peiplein, oil and water won't 
mix. 
“Come off! Don't you know those oil barons 
are all Baptists?” 
sal pacinianenmnn 


A Healthy and Delicious Beverage. 

Menier Chocolate, Learn to make a real cup 
of chocolate, by addressing C. Alfred Chouillon, 
Montreal, and get free samples with directions, 

Easy Enough. 

Mrs, Goodsoul—Oh, don’t thank me! It 
makes me only too happy to know that I can 
be of service to an unfortunate fellow-being. 

Wanderer (eagerly)—Lady, say th’ word, and 
you - be happy three times aday the year 
round, 








In Reply to Oft Repeated Questions, 


It may be well to state Scott's Emulsion acts 
as a food as well as a medicine, building up the 
wasted tissues and restoring perfect health 
after wasting fever. 





—______ 


A Great Want. 

Cleverton—I thought you were 
around to see me the other night. 

Dashaway—lI was, but just as I started some 
friends called and I couldn't go. I wish I 
might have called on you instead, but the boys 
insisted on playing cards. 

Cleverton—I don’t see what more you wanted. 

Dashaway (bitterly)—I wanted another king. 
dentate 


Horsford’s Acid Phosphates 
FOR NIGHT SWEATS 
of consumption gives speedy b2nefit. 
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Caution. 


‘“*Lomme go,” said Freddie fFilligen to the 
policeman. ‘*Can’t you shee (hic) I’m jes es 
shober ash I can be?” 

**Come along wid me,” was the reply. ‘‘ Oi'll 


_niver lave yez alone wid yersilf whin yez don't 


know yer loaded.” 





New Facts About the Dakotas 


is the title of the latest illustrated pamphlet 
issued by the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway regarding those growing states, whose 
wonderful crops the past season have attracted 
the attention of the whole country. It is full 
of facts of special interest for all not satisfied 
with their present location. Send to A. J, 
Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer 
House Block, Toronto, Ont., for a copy free of 
expense. 





—— 





California and Mexico. 


The Wabash Railway have now on sale round 
trip tickets at very low rates tosouthern points, 
including Old Mexico and California. The only 
line that can take tourists via Detroit through 
St. Louis and Kansas City and return them 
via Chicago and vice versa. Finest equipped 
trains on earth, passing through six states of 
the Union. Spend a winter in Mexico, the 
land of the Aztecs and Toltecs; finest climate 
and scenery in the world and older than 
Egypt. Time tables and all information about 
side trip at new ticket office, north-east corner 
King and Yongs streets. J. A. Richardson, 
Canadian passenger agent, Toronto. 


- 





Hard to Obey. 
Irate Father—See here, young man; when I 
tell you todoathing I want you to do it at 


once! 
Dutiful Son—What did you tell me to do? 
Irate Father—I forget, now—but I want it 


done. 





ee eee 


‘** My dear fellow,” said the agent,‘ I must 
confess I am ashamed of myself, but really the 
I can- 

Just 








The Art Metropole 


131 Yonge Street (Opposite Temperancefst. 
TORONTO 
IMPORTERS AND DEALERS N 
Artists’ Colors, Brushes, Canvas, Academ 
Board, China Colors, Enamel Paints 
of AND ALL 


ARTISTS AND DECORATIVE SUPPLIES 





We deal only with the leading and standard makers, 
whose goods we are able to quote at the very lowest figures. 


TELEPHONE 2124 





CURE 


Si :k Headache and relieve all the troubles inct 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Litrte Liver Pie 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 


who suffer from this distressing complaint 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 


these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without ther 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the bane of so many lives that here fs where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Litre Liver PILts are very smal 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly veneanie and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
ee all who use them. In vials at 25 cents: 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE C0., New York. 


Small Pil, Small Dose, Small Price 


WHO'S YouR 
: be 





ESTABLISHED 1867 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


"Phone 2575 





FOR FIFTY YEARS! 


MRS. WINSLOW’S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


has been used by Millions of Mothers 
for their children while Teething for over 
Fifty Years. 1t soothes the child, softens the 
gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic, and 
is the best remedy for diarrhoea, 


Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 





DR. WILKINS’ RED BLOOD 


WONDERFUL PILLS 
The Nerve and Blood Builder—the Great Female Medicine 


Price 50c. per Bex or 6 Boxes fer $2.50 
Al) Druggists. 


COFF NO MORE 


WATSON’S COUGH DROPS 





Will give tive and instant relief to those suffering from 
Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness, Sore Throat, etc. R. & T. W. 
stamped on each drop. TRY THEM. 





SOSSSSSSSSSSSSOSOSSOOOOS 


the stomach, liver and , 
purify the blood; are safe and effec- 
tual ;the best medicine known for 
indigestion. biliousness, headache, 
constipation, dyspepsia, chronic 
liver troubles, dysentery, bad com- 
plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 
and all disorders the stomach, 
liver and bowels. One tabule gives immediate re- 
@lief. Take one at meal time. Sold by Druggista, Ag 
@trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents e 
@ RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 108pruce St., New York, 
Oe SSSSCOSSSSSSSSSSSSSOSSSSSSSOSOSES 
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An Absolute Cure for indigestion, 
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a 
Miss Fitt—And so you were in the Crimean war, major! Were you with the Light Brigade 


) ' 
in thete hegate RAPARL |. on camse very near being in that historic charge, Miss Fitt. 


weve eae so disappointed in my life. Th@y would take but six hundred, and I—eh—was 
No. 601.—Puck, 


Two Flyers to New York, via Picturesque 
Erie Railway 


Something every person should remember : 
Time is money. You can save money by pur- 
chasing your tickets via one of the greatest 
double track roads of the United States, Leave 
Toronto at 12.50 p.m., arrive at Buffalo 5.50 
p.m., and leave Buffalo 7 30 p.m. and arrive in 
New York at 7.30a.m. You can also leave To- 
ronto at 11 p.m. and connect with the Erie 
flyer at Hamilton, which is a solid vestibule 
train through to New York. Dining-room cars 
attached to all trains for meals. For further 

articulars anp'y to S. J. Sharp, 9 York street. 
Telephone 103, Toronto. 


ADAMS PrPsin 
Turri~ FRut Ti 


Sold by all Druggists and Confectioners, 5 cents 


KEEPS YOU IN HEALTH. 


= eRe eS 
. An Bupentive Privilege. a R U | T S yay L| iN 7 
Phew !" ejaculated Palmer. This is an 


awfully expensive world. Here is a man fined MELICHTFULLY REFRESHING. 
one hundred dollars for slapping the face of ; 
one of the 400. It would cost a man forty 
thousand dollars to slap the lot.” 





~_ 





A safeguard against infectious diseases. 
& Id by chemists throughout the wor'td. 
W.Q. DUNN & CO. Works—Croydon, Enaziand, 





LAWRNCE, KaAns., | 


1.S.A., Aug. 9, 1888. 


George Patterson fell from a second-story 
window, striking a fence. 


I found him using 


ST. JACOBS OIL. 


He used it freely all over his bruises. I saw 
him next morning at work. All the blue spots 
rapidly disappeared, leaving neither pain, 
scar nor swelling. C. K. NEUMANN, M.D. 


“ALL RIGHT! ST. JACOBS OIL DID IT." 
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Music. 


HOSE peripatetic Mercuries, the 
letter carriers of Toronto, gave 
their first annual concert at the 





Pavilion on Thursday evening 


of last week, before a large audi- 
ence. 
in being disappointed, for variouw® causes, in 
the expected assistance of Mrs. Frank Mac- 


kelcan, Miss Jessie Alexander and Miss Minnie 


Gaylord. However, the participation of Mrs. 
Caldwell, Miss Laura McGillivray, and Mr. 


Edgar J. Ebbels was secured and a pleasant 
evening was spent, further assistance being 


rendered by the Toronto Male Quartette, Mr. 
W. H. Robinson, Master Bertie Plant, Mr. 
Harry Rich, and Mrs. H. M. Blight. 


I went on Monday evening to the Academy 
of Music to take in the Nelson Opera Company 
in The Bohemian Gir), and I was more than 
ever struck with the poverty of incident and of 
music with which we were satisfied thirty or 
A few ballads, one chorus 
(for it bobs up serenely every few minutes) and 
a trio make up the opera that delighted me in 

its terrible orchestral 
And yetI have wept over 
Those were 
the jolly days when we had a stock opera com- 
Some funny things were done in 
those days, one of which was the arrange- 
ment of Trovatore sung by the Holmans, 
quite a 
comic opera, Ferrando and Ruiz supplying the 
comedy element at the hands of Billy Crane 
There was enterprise then, 
In September, 1868, the Bateman French 
Opera Company gave two performances, in the 
old Music Hall, of La Grande Duchesse and La 
Belle Helene, with Jostee and Jiambele as the 
The Holman family was 
present and in two weeks produced La Grande 
Duchesse in splendid style, Sallie Holman 
made it her best part and succeeded immensely 
Her rendition of it dwells green in the 
memory of all the old heads about town. On the 
first night, a callow youth who has since become 
a bank manager, and who had then loaned the 
company his grandfather's sword, was in one 
of the boxes at the old Lyceum and was recog- 
nized by the jewnesse doree, whose gathering 
place was in the south-east corner of the pit. 
these 
young blades and the rest of the house was 
somewhat free, and during the great voici le 
sabre chorus the house was surprised to hear 
loud and emphatic calls from the pit: ‘‘ Jim, 
go and get the sword of your grandfather!” 
very much to the consternation of our young 


forty years ago. 


my boyhood. Now 
vacancy appalls me. 
Sallie Holman’s woes as Arline! 


pany here. 


in which that work was made 


and Al, Holman. 
too. 


chief attractions. 


with it. 


In those days conversation between 


swell. 
2 


Ah, me! as we grow old we become garrulous, 
and I am afraid that I am becoming too dis- 
cursive in this instance. Returning to the 
Bohemian Girl of to-day, I may say that the 
Nelson Opera Company gave a fair perform- 
ance of the opera. The chorus was composed 
of twelve young ladies and six young gentle- 
men, who sang very fairly and who looked 
very well in the main. The girls are pretty 
enough—some of them—and the men looked 
just villainous enough to pass tor gypsies. Two 
young ladies announced as “‘ premier danseuses 


late of the Kiralfy's Ballet,” danced a 
mild pas de deux, and so_ enlivened 
proceedings, which threatened sometimes 


to become funereal. Miss Essie Barton as 
Arline was very pleasing and attractive, sing- 
ing with good taste. Miss Edith Barton acted 
very creditably in the sombre role of the Gypsy 
Queen. The Count Arnheim of Mr. Frank D. 
Nelson was a very good rendition, being played 
with care and evident conscientiousness, Mr, 
George W. Traverner, who was down on the 
programme as Thaddeus, was known to be 
suffering from a sore throat. The young 
gentieman who sang his part seemed to be 
suffering in the same manner; indeed, he might 
bave been the original himself, so husky was 
he. Fortunately he was not called upon to 
repeat the Fair Land of Poland. I have al- 
ways thought it very funny when this song is 
encored, to see the singer work himself into an 
agony as to what he shail present to Count 
Arnheim when he comes to the closing line, 
** Let this attest,” having already deposited his 
commission with the count, and having no 
other proof handy. 
a passable Florestein, and a capital Devil’s 
Hoof was found in Mr. Maurice Hageman, A 
curious anachronistic anomaly was visible in 
the last act. The count appeared in gorgeous 
raiment of the style we generally see in 
pictures of Lord Essex and Sir Walter Raleigh, 


while Florestein wore a modest footman’'s 
dress of the last century, and Arline was 
brilliantly decked out in modern evening 


dress. La Mascotte held the boards the latter 
half of the week, too late for notice in this 
issue. 


At the Pavilion on January 30, a concert will 
be given under the auspices of the Catholic Mu- 
tual Benefit Association in aid of St Michae]’s 
Hospital. The talent secured for the concert 
is of the first excellence and includes Mrs. 
Frank Mackelcan of Hamilton, who is always 
a favorite with Toronto audiences; Miss 
Marguerite Dunn of the Philadelphia 
School of Oratory ; Mr. George Cox, violin- 
ist; Mrs. Isidore Klein and Miss Sullivan 
of the Toronto College of Music, and Messrs. 
J. F. Kirk, F. A. Anglin and W. E. Ramsay. 
The concert is under the direction of Mr. F. H. 
Torrington. The first public recital given by 
Miss Dunn, which took place last week, occa- 
sioned considerable interest, and it is safe to 
say that the quality of her work placed Miss 
Dunn at this single step in rank with the two 
or three whose fame is already established. 
The C. M. B, A. have had the cordial approba- 
tion of His Grace the Archbishop, who has lent 
every assistance toward forwarding the wel- 
fare of the hospital, and the Lieutenant- 
Governor and Mrs. Kirkpatrick will honor the 
event with their patronage and presence. Plan 
at Nordheimer’s. 


Mr. W. Elliott Haslam, who was for so many 
years a popular vocal teacher and conductor 
here, has permanently settled at 224 Fifth 
avenue, New York City, where he has begun 
the practice of his profession under very favor- 
able auspices, congratulatory notices having 
already appeared in the press of that city. 

* 


Miss Maud Fuller, who may be remembered 

























































They were unfortunate 


Mr. John Henderson made | ing 


in Toronto asa promising contralto who sang 
at the Carlton street Methodist church under 
Mr. Buck, has been winning success in Mon- 
treal, where she is now a resident. She re- 
cently gave a concert, at which she made a 
most favorable impression by her excellent 
singing. 


The principal concert event of this season 
will take place on Friday evening, February 10, 
at the Pavilion, when a concert will be given, 
bearing on its programme the world-renowned 
names of Mme. Lilian Nordica, Mme. Sofia 
Scalchi, Signor Italo Campanini, and Signor 
Guiseppe Del Puente. These artists will be 
assisted by Miss Helen Dudley Campbell, and 
Mr. Emil Fischer. The latter I especially 


delightful basso. 
gramme will be devoted to selections from 


this concert in hand, which is of itself a 


guarantee of success. METRONOME, 
. 


Two of our well known Canadian composers, 
Mrs. Moore of London and Mr, Angelo M, 
Read of St. Catharines, have recently been 


by the Ladies’ Home Journal of Philadelphia. 


World. The committee 


feeling” as the one sent in by him. Mrs, 


created a most favorable impression. 
* 


music which commends itself on its merits. 


offers so little opportunity. The lack of popu- 
lar success of really meritorious original com- 


of their genuine creative musical ability. 
Hence many who are thoroughly competent 
find little glory and less wealth accumulating 
asa result of their efforts in this direction, 
Compositionis then laid aside for the more remu- 
nerative occupation of teaching, which eventu- 
ally absorbs all their spare time. 
7. 


We have a class of would-be composers, how- 
ever, whose activity in the issuing of new 
“works” is only equaled by their innocent 
hopefulness that some day the world will 
awaken to a realization of their greatness and 
discover in them the legitimate successors of 
Beethoven and Wagner. Without any 
preliminary musical training, these de- 
luded mortals dabble in “original” com- 
position, publish (at their own expense) a 
number of songs, etc., on patriotic, senti- 
mental and sacred topics, then with childish 
confidence calmly await the plaudits of the 
world, In their mind’s eye they sum up possi- 
ble “royalties” on their efforts, and wealth 
seems tothem assured. They invariably shed 
tears of compassion as they think of the lives 
of the great masters of the past who labored 
without recognition in their days, and contrast 
this sad state of affairs with the honors that 
are about to burst upon themselves, But alas! 
when the publishers’ bills are presented with 
a report of “no sales,” ‘copies on approbatic~ 
returned unsold,” etc., etc., who can fathom 
the depths of disappointment into which such 
fond hopes have been dashed? Some, no 
doubt, seek consolation in the thought that 
other great men, Schubert for instance, fared 
likewise, and as they put up on the shelf the 
bulky sum total of unsold copies, they fondly 
hope that when they have passed away from 
this vale of tears some future Mendelssohn 
may discover the precious creations and secure 
for them a long denied recognition. The inno- 
cent pride with which this class of composers 
forward to their old friends and schoolmates 
copies of their efforts, with the inscription, 
‘*‘Compliments of the composer,” is touch- 
in the extreme. When, however, the 
“innocent pride” assumes such dimensions 
that prominent members of the profession are 
likewise graciously remembered, the case isa 
particularly sad one and has our kindest sym- 


pathy. 


Mrs. J. W. F. Harrison (Seranus) furnishes 
an interesting article on Choir and Choir Sing- 
ing in Toronto, in the January number of The 
Dominion Illustrated Monthly. Mrs, Harri- 
son treats the subject in her usual manner, 
avoiding unnecessary comparisons‘of different 
local organizations, and giving particular at- 
tentiou to the various formsof Anglican choirs, 
Mrs. Harrison evidently is not as enthusi- 
astic concerning the “‘female element in 
choirs” as the Rev. Dr. Haweis, who 
has recently spoken decisively on _ the 
same subject in several English journals. 
Excellent portraits of Miss S, E. Dallas, Mrs, 
J. M. Bradley, Messrs. W. E. Fairclough, F. 
Warrington and two choir boys of St. Simon’s 
church lend added interest to this timely 
article. 







.* 

An excellent service of song was held in the 
Carlton street Methodist church on Thursday 
evening of last week. The usual anthems by 
the choir, including a very effective chorus by 
Barnby and Mozart's Gloria from the Twelfth 
Mass, were rendered in a manner which reflected 
most creditably upon the choir and Mr. D. E. 
Cameron, the conductor. Several organ solos 
by Mr. W. H. Hewlett, jr., the talented organ- 
ist of the church, who also played all the ac- 
companiments, were among the most enjoy- 
able numbers on the programme. An interest- 
ing essay on Chopin was read by Mr. Cameron 
and illustrated by Mr. J. D, A. Tripp, who 
played the well known Scherzo in B flat minor. 
This is a novel feature here, which commends 
itself, making intelligible to a greater degree 
the classical works of the great masters, 
particularly to a general audience. Mr, 
George Fox of Hamilton performed 
several selections on the violin in a 
thoroughly artistic manner, arousing the 
audience toa high pitch of enthusiasm. The 
masterly perfor mance of Wienlawski’s Legende 


recommend to the Toronto public as a most 
The second part of the pro- 


Cavalleria Rusticana, Messrs. Suckling have 


successful competitorsin contests inaugurated 


A priza of $100 was awarded Mrs, Moore for 
the best set of waltzes, and Mr. Read won one 
of the prizes of $25 for the four best hymn 
tunes to the words I Am the Light of the 
in announcing the 
award to Mr, Read expressed much pleasure at 
securing a “hymn tune so fullof devotional 


Moore’s waltzes were heard here during the 
recent Music Teachers’ convention, when they 


The above paragraph goes to prove that we 
have native composers capable of writing 


‘“*A prophet is not without honor save in his 
own country” seems to apply forcibly to sev- 
eral of our talented composers, and I trust 
other such avenues will be opened to enable 
them to win success since our own country 


positions by Canadian composers has a tendency 
to dampen their ardor and makethem suspicious 































































































would have reflected credit upon many a more “Yes,” said Charley. 
pretentious performer with years of European 
study behind him. I trust that the good work 
done for Mr, Fox by his master, Herr Baumann 
of Hamilton, will eventually be supplemented 
by several years of study abroad, the result of 
which should secure for him a place in the front 
rank of American violinists, MODERATO, 


served the actor, 
said Charley. 


clean it up!” said the actor. 
Charley “sized up” 





All Know Him. a word, but they looked all right. 
said Charley. 

The actor said, 
ordered the drinks, 


and hats waded into the turkey. 





He was in the seat in front of me, reading a 
yellow book which had been loaned him by the 
train-boy. He knew the train-boy, and seemed 
to know most of the people at the stations. 
When the train stopped he would raise the 
window, push out his head and yell at the 
agent or operator. They would respond with 
hearty surprise and joyous profanity. 

It was at Pegasus, I believe, where the 
operator came out and shook hands through 
the window. 

‘** Know any new stories, Mac?” he asked. 

“*Say, I’ve got a bird, but it’s too long to tell 
now. I’m goin’ in to the house to spend Sun- 
day, but I make you some time next week. 
How’s the fairy?” 

‘*She was askin’ for you at the house yester- 
day.” 

“Get out!” 

‘* I’m giving it to you straight.” 

Then it was at Mount Carmel where he 
leaned out of the coach as we drew up to the 
squatty station and waved his hand at a white- 
aproned figure in a window of the Occidental 
Hotel across the street. She did not seem to 
recognize him until the train had started, and 
then her response was frantic. She shook a 
pillowcase at the retreating train and motioned 
for someone to come. Just as the view was 
shut off by a red elevator I saw two capped 
heads hanging from the window. 

At the second stop after that, while the man 
in front was getting deep into the chapters of 
his book, a girl with one of those flat, mascu- 
line hats and a feather boa came tripping down 
the aisle. Her brown hair was lifted into 
defiant curls, and she chewed gum with serious 
vigor and a lateral motion of the jaw. She 
caught the eye of the traveling man, who im- 
mediately dropped his book and straightened 
up in the seat to make room for her. 

Said he: ‘“ Hello, Min! Which. way ?” 

‘““Why, hed-do, Mac? Why, I'm goin’ to 
Frankfort. How air ye anyway ?” 

** Oh, so-so ; how are you comin’ on?” 

‘*Oh, allright. Y’ ain’t been to Flory fora 
long speil, have ye?” 

“That's right. Aw, I quit makin’ these 
whistling posts. They ain’t no business in my 
line there. An’ say, that’s the bummest hotel 


“Pitch in, 


along. 


fowl. 


hats and coats. Here's a cigar. 
wait for the wine!” 


kempt, ragged tramps. 


cafe amid a perfect storm of laughter. 
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- Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, etc. 
ree 


INCORPORATED 
1886 


time. 
CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION 
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*‘It would make a meal for two men,” ob- 
“Why, no two men could eat that turkey,” 
** Bet you the wine that two of this party can 


the crowd. The two 
men in long ulsters and silk hats had not said 
* Done!” 


boys,” and 
The men in the ulsters 


The white meat and trimmings disappeared 
in a jiffy, and angther round of drinks came 
The two strangers demolished the 
‘““walkers” and the crowd began to laugh, 
while Charley, stood staring at the two hungry 
men in astonishment too deep for utterance. 
In less than five minutes a bare and bony 
skeleton was all that was left of the gallant 


“ Well, boys,” said the actor, ‘‘ give me those 
You needn’t 


The two strangers divested themselves of 
the coats and hats and stood forth as two un- 
“Thank you, boss!” 
said the two men, as they slouched out of the 


Charley bought the wine and made a vain 
effort to pledge the crowd to secrecy.—N. Y. 








Scholar- 


instruction in Theory, Sight Singing, Violin, Or- 
cheetra and Ensemble playing, The Concerts and Recitals 
by teachers and studente are alone invaluable educational 
advantages. Teaching staff increased to 56. New music 
hall and class rooms lately added. Facilities for general 
musical education unsurpassed. Pupils may enter any 


i? 
Large, efficient steff. Best methods for development of 
Delsarte and 
cial course in Physical Culture, 
strengthen voice, also course in 





ARTHUR E. FISHER 


Principal of the Theoretical Department 






old Sanders keeps I ever see.” 
* That’s right.” 


** Well, I should say so. Say, I had a kick 


** Well, say, Min, honest gawd, one day I seen 
her set a plate o’ soup downin front of that 
little feller that sells notions out o’ Terry Hut 
an’ one of her hairpins dropped into the soup. 


Kate up and says to his nibs: ‘ Wire noodles 
to-day, mister ; no extra charge.’ What d’ye 
think o’ that, eh? Got her nerve with her ?” 

‘*That’s right,” responded Min, without 
relapsing her busy features. 

When the train stopped at Frankfort she 
flounced down the aisle, calling back : 

** S'long, Mac ; take keer of yourself.” 

** Good-bye, Min; do the same,” 

“* Don’t get killed on the cars and spile your 
beauty,” she said to him after she had reached 
the platform, and he had again raised the 
window, 

“Ha, ba! That’s right,” iaugned Mac. 

As the conductor came along for tickets he 
gravely winked at the man in front. The 
brakeman went through with ared flag, and 
he stopped to say something abouta “ bute.” 
The train-boy, when he came for his book, 
grinned exceedingly, but failed to learn her 
name. 

As the train came toa stop in the pretentious 
little city at the end of the run, I saw the man 
who had been sitting in front gather up two 
telescope grips and join a little woman in 
black, whom he kissed rapturously, 

** Great Scott !” I said to the friendly brake- 
man, “‘ he bas one in every town.” 

‘** No,” he replied, ‘that’s his wife.”—Chicago 
News-Record. 





Fun at the Hotels. 





At the hotels and uptown cafes and swell 
restaurants the ranks of the boulevardiers and 
men about Broadway were perceptibly thinned 
by the fact that for several days there had been 
an exodus from New York, caused by a desire 
to be at home for the holiday season. 

But there were enough good fellows left in 
town to make things exceedingly lively. 

All the hotels had mistletoe and holly and 
evergreens very much in evidence, and a gen- 
eral air of hilarity and jollity pervaded the air. 
The menus served at the Broad way hotels were 
rarely choice, and fairly bristled with good 
things and delicacies. The drifting snow out- 
side doors seemed to serve as an appetizer to 
those who sat in the cafes and gazed out 
through plate glass. 

At night the fun became fast and furious, 
and an ocean of practical jokes were played 
upon men whose only reprisals were rounds of 
drinks. The Sunday night concerts were 
jammed by people who showed plainly tneir 
approval of everything of a popular nature in 
the programmes presented. 

A practical joke was played upon Charley 
Pearson of the Coleman House, The free lunch 
had run a bit low about dusk, and a noble tur- 
key was brought in and placed on the table in 
all the glorious garniture of jellied cranberries, 
celery and oysters, Charley was leaning 
against the bar when a party of well known 
actors came into the cafe. With them were 
two rather rough and ready looking men in 
ulsters and silk hats, 

** Have a drink?” said Charley. 

**No, have one with us,” said the leader of 
the party. 

The bowls were filled, and the good liquor 
disappeared. 

‘Pretty fine turkey that!” said the same 
man, 























comin’ six months before I quit puttin’ up 


there. Say, he had the freshest lot o’ dinin’ 
room girls I ever see. You know Kate Ma- 
hafty ?” 

** Uh-huh,” 


He kicked like a steer, and what d’ye think? 





















PRIVATE TUITION IN 


Composition, Pianoforte and Organ 
RESIDENCE—92 Wellesley Street, Toronto. 





AT THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 


(Formerly —— resident piano teacher at the Bishop 


trachan School, Toronto.) 


Will be prepared to receive pills in Harmony and Piano 


Playing on and after September 2, at her residence 
14 St. Joseph Street, Toronte. 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 


NTARIO COLLEGE 
or MUSIC *xeumwece a= 


Established 1884 by C. Farringer 


highest 


perienced teachers only. 


technique and expression. 


piano studies. 


OEBRTIFIOATES AND DIPLOMAS 
Telephone 3821 


ToReNTO COLLEGE 





and TEACHERS’ 
CERTIFICATES 
DIPLOMAS 


Send for calender. 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 


FREDERICK BOSCOVITZ 
STUDIO (For Piano Lessons Only) 


(LIMITED) 





15 
(Messrs. Nordheimer) 


M* E. W. SCHUCH 
Co: 


juctor Toronto Vocal Society. 
Oboirmaster St. James’ Cathedral. 
Conductor University Glee Club. 
Conductor Harmony Club. 
Instruction in Voloe Culture and Expression in Singing. 
35 Grenville Street 


R. A. S. VOGT 


t and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
a Baptist OC h 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Sireet, Torente 


MR. F. WARRINGTON 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, Toronto, 
will receive pupils in Voice Oulture, Ex: lon in Singing 
and Piano at his residence, 214 Carlton Street, Toronto. 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENG/ GEMENTS 
R, V. P. HUNT, 


(Graduate of Leipzig Conservatory) 
Teacher of the Pianoforte at the To- 
ronto Conservatory of Music, 


Organiet of Zion Congregational Church. 
Musical Director of the Oshawa Ladies’ College 


RESIDENCE—104 MAITLAND STREET. 


STAMMERING 








‘ CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCH@OL, No advance 
eee. 


2 Wilten Crescent, Toronte, 










University Mus. Bac. Examination Work, 





Miss McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 





We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 
es of music, as the instruction is given by ex- 


Our advanced pupile are not only excellent sight read- 
ers, but also show careful and thorough training in touch, 





Practical instruction in harmony in connection with 





or MUSIC 


KING STREET EAST 


NEWCOMBE -:- 
PIANOS 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 


THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBR & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church St. 


MUSIC 


Musical Instruments of All 
Kinds 7 








See Our Specialties. 
The Imperial Guitars 
The Imperial Mandolins 


Ths Imperial Banjos 


The ELITE Song Folio, the STAN- 
DARD Vocal and Instrumental Folios 
and all classes of Sheet Musio and 
Music Books. 

When you need anything in the 
musio line please remember 

Send for catalogue. a 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO., 158 Yonge St., Toronte 


M!ss EPHIE LABATT 
Musical Directress of Pickering College. 


Lessons in Piano 
Krause Methcd Taught. 
Studied in Leipzig under Zwintecher and Martin Krause. 


Toronto Conservatory of Music and 52 Henry St. 


MR. AND MRS. W. H. MEEK 


DRAMATIC AND HUMOROUS IMPERSONATORS 
An experienced manager wanted immediately. Liberal 
terme offered to a good man. Address London, Ont. 


H4™ ILTON 


MARGUERITE A. BAKER 
Graduate of the Boston School of Oratory. 
Teacher of Elocution, Delsarte and Physical Culture. 


Special Voice Work, Bird Notes, &o. Open for reading 
engegements. 19 Bold Street, Hamilton 


FRANCIS J. BROWN 


President of the Delsarte College of Oratory. 
Shakespearean and Bible Readings a 
Specialty 
Open for engagements. 

For terms address FRANCOIS J. BROWN, Y. M. O. A. 


Miss MARGUERITE DUNN, B.E. 
Graduate of the National School of Elocution and 
Oratory, Philadelphia. 


Teacher of Elocution and Voice Culture and 
Delsarte Physical Culture 


Open for concert engagements and evenings of readings. 
369 Wilten Ave. Toronto College of Music 


C, HERBERT FIELDING 


Teacher of Elocution 
Graduate and Gold Medalist of American Conservatory, 
Chicago 
118 Peter Street, Toronto 
CONCERTS, EVENINGS OF READINGS 


HERBERT W. WEBSTER 
OONOERT BARITONE 


Choirmaster St. Peter's Church, Conductor Victoria Uni- 
versity Glee Club. Late of Westminster Abbey, and Milan, 
Italy. Instruction in Voice Culture. Open to Concert, 
Oratorio or Opera engagements. 

Teronte College of Music or 64 Winchester St. 
<ccisidaleenrtiptindinananietidinandinatdhdaaentinnsnintitnnaiemuameanbadenatiemmems 


MRS. H. WEBSTER, Mandolin Artiste 


@pen to Concert Engagements 
Lessons given at College of Music or 64 Winchester St. 























R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two year’s residence in Ger- 
many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
Mr. Field also studied from '84 to '88 with Dr. Prof. Carl 
Reinecke in Leipzig and had the rare advantage of a course 
with Dr. Hans Von Bulow, in Frankfort in '87. Conoret 
engagements and —_ accepted. For terms apply at To- 
ronto College of Music and 105 Gloucester street. 


ie W. L. FORSTER 
qvuni et taran bee ARTI ST 


M's AIRE BERTHON, Portrait 
nter, is 
pupils in painting led dusutes. Gaems ae 5 


Studio, 591 Sherbourne Street 


LLOvD &, WATEINS, 
Pherough instruction on ee eke  atete and 
er. 











BE&T KENNEDY 

Teacher of Bandola and Saxophene (A. & 8. 

Nordheimer sole agents) Toronto College of Music. Private 

instruction given in Banjo, Guitar and Mandolin 

at residence, 271 Jarvis Street. Oall Monday or Wed- 

neaday. 

ME& J.D. 4 TRIPP 
Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 


Only Canadian pupil of Moszkowski, Berlin, 
Germany, formerly pupil of Edward Fisher. Open for 
engagements. Torente Conservatory of Mente 

and 20 Seaten Street, Terento 


ME. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH, F.C.O. (Eng.) 
Organist and Choirmaster All Sainte’ Church, Toronto. 
Teacher of Organ, Piano and Theory 
Exceptional facilities for Organ students. Pupils pre- 
pared ior musical examinations. Harmony and counter- 
point taught by corresponderice. 
454) Ontarie Street, Toronto 


B L. FAEDER, Orchestral Director, Aca- 
© demv of Musio, violin soloist and teacher. Franco- 
Belgium method. Studio 277 Sherbourne st. Telephone 
963. Open for concert engagements, 


W O. FORSYTH 


Lessons in Piano Playing.and Theory 


Studied in Leipzig and Vienna under Dr. 8. Jadassobn, 
Martin Krause and ft. Julius Epstein. 
Modern methods. Addrees— 
11% College Street, Toronte 


ALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHES OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Oarrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 


$8 Buchaanan &,, and Toronte College of Musis 


Miss NORMA REYNOLDS 

SOPRANO SOLOIST 
Graduate Toronto College of Music and Underdraduate of 
Trinity University. Ooncert, Oratorio, Church. Pupile 
received. Mise Reynolds is the only certificated pupil 
teacher of W. Elliott Haslam, under whom she has taught 
for three years, and from whom she has received the high- 
est testimonials. Addrese— 

Terante College of Music and 86 Majer St. 


HELEN M. MOORE, Mus. Bac. 
Barmony, Counterpoint, Etc. 
Students poepenes for the University examinations in 
Music. Toronto College of Music and 608 Church Street. 
W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster 8t. Simon's Churoh. 








Musical Direotor of the Ontario Ladire’ College, Whitby. 
ORGAN AND PIANO 


18 Dunber Road, Rosedale 
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Social and Personal. 


Continued from Page Four. 
Mrs. Bruce Brough was 
pale pink b2ngaline; 


faille ; 
sweet in 


sa3h and sleeves ; 


Tae stewards were: 


liams, 
* 


An unusually pleasant progressive euchre 
party was given by Miss Gertrude Foster of 
Parkdale on Wednesiay evening of last week, 
Miss Stewart of 

Gaelph, Miss Mysner of Buffalo, the Misses 
- A. Beasley, Johnston, P. Bain, N. Tonny, 

Beyan, H. V. J. Cooper, and Messrs. W. Chis- 

holm, Shaw, Ormiston, Dennis, Persse, G. 

B-own, Arnott H. Beasley and Dr. Needler. 

Miss Foster made a charming hostess, in a 

quaint gown of pale gray and white ; Miss 

S:ewart wore a lovely costume of white peau de 
- soie and embroidered chiffon’; Miss Mysner, ia 

pale gray silk, and Miss Annie Beasley ina 

sweet Empire gown of white cashmere and 
gold, were most pretty and piquante, The first 
prizes were won by Miss Aylesworth and Mr. 
The latter part of the evening was 
spent in dan:ing, making a most pleasant im- 


Among those present were : 


Riddell, 


promptu party. 


Mrs. Herbert Mason’s dance on the 19h at 


Ss. George’s Hall was most enjoyable. St. 
George's Hall is so well known now as a lovely 
place fora party thatit goes without saying 
that the dancers, the,sitters out and the stately 
folk upoa the dais were as comfortable and as 
happy as they could be. Marcicano’s orchestra 
was stationed in the gallery and played their 
prettiest music for the merry dance. Mrs, 
Mason, who is always most elegantly gowned, 
received her guests in a rich heliotrope-colored 
brocade, with draperies of fine lace. Miss Amy 
Mason was noticeable for her costume of plain 
soft white crepe, made with a modish full skirt 
ania trim little bodice, edged with pearls, and 
berthe of wide frills. Miss Alice Mason wore a 
pretty gown of striped silk with blue chiffon. 
Tag new-maie bride, Mrs, Cesare Marani, who 
was the guest of the evening, looked very 
sweet in her lovely wedding gown of whipzord 
silk bordered with myrtle and orange bioom., 
A much remarked guest was Miss Lucas of 
Pailadelphia, who was one of Mrs. Marani's 
bridesmaids, and has won many hearts since 
her advent to the Queen City. Her blonde and 
beautiful coiffure and smiling face were well 
set off by a very becoming gown of pale blue, 
light and airy in texture and elegantly made. 
Miss Josis Gooderham, another of the bridal 
party, wore white. Mrs. Cecil Lee was charm- 
ingly gowned in yellow with brown velvet 
sleeves ; Miss Ada Arthurs was in white and 
very handsome in 
a rich satin brocade; Mrs. Cawthra was 
also richly dressed in a French-looking gold 
brocade with delicate flowers; Mrs. McFarlane 
of Gerrard street wore a rich and becoming 
E-npire dress of delicate brocade and em- 
broidery ; Miss Mary Drayton was charming in 
pink ; Miss Nellie Parsons, in pale blue ; Miss 
Violet Burns, in red ; Miss White of Cobourg 
was prettily dressed and looked well; the 
m  wried daughters of Mr, Herbert Mason, Mrs. 
Vandersmissen and Mrs, Alley, were ex- 
quisitely gowned and coiffees; Miss Sullivan 
of Bloor street was becomingly dressed in pale 
silk and dark velvet ; Miss Kathleen Sullivan 
was very prettyin white; Mrs. G. T. Denison 
was very beautifully dressed. The bright 
young debutantes who vow every dance is the 
very best until the next one comes, were most 
earnest in their tributes to Mrs. Mason as hav- 
ing given a perfect party. The cosy little sup- 
per tables downstairs were loaded with every 
dainty and tempting viand, and prettily de 

corated with flowers. Everyone seemed to en- 
joy to the utmost this very delightful event, 


A very interesting event was the marriage 
of Mr, J. French and Miss Lena O'Keefe, 
which took place on Monday at St. Michael's 
cathedral. It goes without saying that the 
grand old church was thronged with the friends 
of the popular couple and that the bridal party 
was both large and elegant. Miss O'Keefe 
wore a lovely bridal gown of white duchesse 
satin embroidered with chrysanthemums, with 
old lace fichu, tulle veil and orange blossoms 
ani a bouquet of white roses, Miss French, 
who was maid of honor, wore white silk with 
chiffon and ribbons, with white chapeau de soie 
trimmed with white lilacs, Four bridesmaids, 
Miss H. Bailey, cousin of the bride, Miss Made- 
line Falconbridge, Miss Kathleen O'Connor 
and Miss Anglin were sweetly dressed in cre- 
pon Empire gowns; the first two of pink and 
the latter of mauve, with white felt hats 
trimmed with ostrich tips to match their 
drasses. The best man was Mr. Bailey (O'Keefe, 
brother of the bride. ‘She bridal party was 
completed by Messrs. Rowan Kirtland, A. Mc- 
L>an Macdonald, T. T. Brown of Montreal, and 
Arthur Anglin, Messrs, Percy Bailey, Duncan 
McLean, D'Arcy Scott, W. Anglin Winter- 
burry and Murphy acted as ushers, Mrs, 
Eugene O'Keefe, the bride’s mother, wore a 
gown of black duchesse satin with pattern of 
gold and red, and black bonnet with red tips. 
Tae ceremony was performed by his Grace the 
Archbishop of Toronto, assisted by Vicar- 
G:neral McCann, Rev. Dean Cassidy, Rev. 
Doan Harris of St. Catharines, Rev. Fathers 
Teefy, Hand, S. J. Ryan, Walsh, Ronleder, 
McBride, Kenny of Guelph and Brennan. 
After the marriage the guests repaired to Mr. 
O Keefe's residence at Gould and Bond streets, 
where the wedding breaktast was served and 
the happy couple recelved the warm congratu- 
lations of many friends. Mr. and Mre. French 
went to New York and points east on their 
wedding trip, and will take up house on thelr 
return at 10+ St. Vincent street. 


The London Hunt Club ball was a very swe!l 
affair, Toronto sent several society lights to 
increase its brilliancy. Our own Mrs, Kirk- 


very 
Miss 
Brown wore cream silk with green silk 
i Miss Grace Tuthill was ele- 
gantly dressed in a lustrous pink brocaded 
satin ; Mrs. Charles P, Fenney L2nnox wore a 
dainty white satin dress with chiffon. Glionna’s 
orchestra played very brightly as usual and a 
nice supper was served by Webb. The hosts 
of Doric Lodge spare no pains to make their 
guests thoroughly enjoy such reunions as that 
of January 19, and the occasion is looked for- 
ward to with pleasure by the fortunate ones, 
R. W. Bro. H. A. Collins, 
Vv. W. Bro. A. A. S. Ardagh, W. Bro. H. Lee- 
con, W. Bro. F. Bryers, and Bros, Qua, Riggs, 
Pirie, Sampson, Woodland, Shutt and Wil- 


patrick was radiant in white and gold brocade ; 
she wore a magnificent tiara of diamonds and 
carried a shower bouquet of roses presented by 
the Hunt Club; Mrs. E. B. Smith, white and 
silver brocade with gauze sleeves and bouquet 
of sunset roses; Mrs. J. Fraser Mac- 
donald of Toronto wore white corded silk 
with Empire sash and large pink sleeves: 
Mrs. G. C. Gibbons, rich white silk with 
gold trimmings; Mrs. McDonough, black 
velvet and point lace; Mrs. Freer, cream bro- 
caded silk, bouquet of pink roses; Mrs, M. G, 
Lewis, black net with jet corselet, violet 
wreath; Miss Turner of Hamilton, cream 
corded silk; Miss M. Hatton of Hamilton, 
cream .bangaline, viewx rose, velvet sleeves; 
Miss J, Hobson of Hamilton, pink silk, with 
amber velvet sleeves; Mrs. Harry Cutting, 
white silk, with shell passementerie; Mrs, D, 
Thomas, pale green satin, with amber velvet 
sleeves ; Mrs. Gates, cream corded silk, with 
sable trimming; Mrs. T. Beattie, black velvet, 
with honiton lace; Miss McBeth, cream surah 
silk and gauze, love violets; Mrs. Lucas of 
Hamilton, heliotrope brocade, with Brussels 
lace ; Miss Lucas of Hamilton, cream brocade, 
with chiffon trimmings ; Miss Hendrie of Ham- 
ilton, pink silk, with striped gauze trimmings. 
* 
































The Ontario Society of Artists give a reunion 
on Tuesday evening, at which Mr. T. Mower 
Martin will lecture on Canada from an Artist’s 


Point of View. ‘. 


Mrs. Cross gave a tea on Friday of last week 
at her home on Avenue road, which was numer- 
ously attended. Among the numbers of ladies 
who gathered in the pretty parlors I remarked: 
Mrs. Ritchie, Mrs. S. G. Beatty, Mrs, W. 
Francis, Mrs. R. S, Neville, Mrs. Denison. 

* 


N. Awry, M.P.P., of Barton, was in the city 
the latter part of last week. 


7. 
Mrs. Conger of Chicago, a very sweet and 
winning visitor, and cousin of Mrs, Alexander 


Cameron, left Toronto this week. 
* 


Mrs. Mortimer Clark gives a large dinner 
party next Thursday evening. 
o 


The Misses Buchan give a tea this afternoon, 
* 


Miss Harris of Beverley street gave a tea last 
Thursday afternoon, 


A very pretty entertainment is en train 
under the able direction of Mr. Webster, 
namely, a flower cantata which will be pre- 
sented to the public some time during Lent. I 
am told a very large class of children has been 
formed to sing this charming cantata, which 
will be most worthy of admiration. The class 
meets every Saturday morning at eleven o'clock 
in the College of Music, and there are still 
some vacancies for little ones in the ranks of 
the flower choruses, from nine years old and up. 


Mrs. W. S. Lee gives a tea this afternoon. 
* 


Invitations are out fora progressive euchre 
party to be given by the Misses Mortimer Clark 
on February 3. 


* 
Another progressive euchre party will be 
that given by Mrs, J.D. Gibb Wishart next 
Tuesday evening. 


Mr. Herbert Mason gave an elegant luncheon 
to a number of gentlemen last Thursday. 
Covers were laid for sixteen. 


The many friends of Mrs, H. Webster, whose 
delightful mandolin playing pleased and 
charmed them in the earlier part of the 
season, will regret to hear that she is still 
confined to the house by illness. I hope soon 
to have better news of this popular new-comer, 
whom we can ill afford to miss in Toronto, 


Mr. and Mrs. W. J. Matthews threw open 
their handsome residence on St. George street 
toa very large circle of friends on Saturday, 
January 21. The house was charmingly 
decorated with violets and other flowers. This 
was one of the loveliest and most successful 
At Homes of the season. Mrs. Matthews was 
elegantly gowned in black lace over green silk. 
Amongst those present were: Mr. and Mrs. W. 
H. Beatty, the Misses Beatty, Mr. and Mrs. 
Frederick Wyld, Mr. and Mrs. Macdonald, Mr. 
and Mrs. John I. Davidson, Mr, and Mrs, Kay, 
Mr, and Mrs, Hay, Mr, and Mrs. Willie Brouse, | 
Mr. and Mrs. G2o. Gooderham, the Misses 
Gooderham, Mr. and Mrs, Alfred Gooderham, 
Mr. and Mra. Ei. Gooderham, Mr. Warring 
and Miss Kennedy, Mr. and Mrs, W. S. Lee, 
the Misses Lee, Dr. and Mrs. Young, Mrs. 
Walter Barwick, Mr. and Mrs. Paul Campbell, 
Mr. and Mrs. William Davidson, Mra. E. Cox, 
Dr. and Mrs. Potts, Mr. and Mrs, Hamilton, 
Dr. and Mrs. Patton, Capt. McGee, the Misses 
Scott, Mr. and Mrs. Forsyth, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bethune, the Misses Bethune, Mrs, and Miss 
Godson, Mr. and Mra, H. P. Dwight, Mrs, 
MacKinnon, Mrs. Miles, Mrs. J. J. Dixon, 
Mrs. J. King, Miss Davies, Mr. Wyatt, Mr. 
Avgus MacMurchy, Dr. and Mrs. Hall, Mr. 
and Mrs. G. B. Smith, Miss Carrie Smith, 
Dr, and Mrs. Powell, Mr. and Miss Love, 
Mr. and Mrs. Millichamp, Miss Olive 
Millichamp, Mr. and Mrs, Catto, Mr. and Mrs. 
Robert Jaffray, Mr. and Mrs, Thurston, Mr. 
and Mrs. Langmuir, Dr. A., Mrs. and Mies 
Smith, Mrs, and Miss Gurney, Mr. and Mrs, 
Ince and others. 


Miss Edith Wilkinson of Grange avenue has 
returned from Hamilton and Miss Minnie 
Wilkinson of Grange avenue has returned from 
Grimsby. 


Mrs. and Miss Law of 504 Sherbourne street 
arrived out by the Aurania on Monday, Jan. 23 
7. 


Miss Bessie Beswetherick is the guest of 
Mrs, P. M. Robin at Ottawa. 


I see by several English papers that the 
young Canadian actress, Miss Mary Keegan of 
Hamilton, is meeting with consiGerable suc- 
cess end praise in England. She recently took 
the place of a leading actress at very short 
notice and scored a great hit. The newspaper 
critics are unanimous in predicting for her a 


future of success, b 


The regular meeting of the Toronto Literary 
and Musical Club was held in thcir hall at the 
corner of Spadina avenue and College street, 
on Saturday evening last. Owing to the resig- 
nation of President McIntyre, who has re- 
moved from the city, Dr, A. W. Mayburry of 







































Spadina avenus was unanimously chosen to 
fill that honorable position. Several new mem- 
bers were elected, after,which the literary and 
musical part of the programme was opened by 
an original story by Dr. Murray McFarlane, 
entitled The Fatal Patient, which was of a 
novel nature and showed great dramatic and 
literary ability. Among those who contributed 
to the musical part of the programme were 
Mrs. H. Parkes, Mrs. W. J. Clark, Mrs, Lind- 
say and Mrs, Brown. 


Mrs., Miss and Miss Minnie Grover left on 
Tuesday for a three months’ visit to Montreal, 
where Mr, Grover is now doing business, 

* 

On Wednesday, January 18, at St. Peter's 
church, Goderich, by Rev. Dr. West, Mr. H. 
Wrightson of Chicago, Ill., was married to 
Miss Cecilia Josephine (Teena) Kidd of Sioux 
City, Iowa, the ninth daughter of the late 
Joseph Kidd of Dablin, Oat. The bride, who 
was given away by her brother, Mr. Joseph 
Kidd, was attired in a traveling costume of 
terra cotta and drab matlise, with mink trim- 
ming and hat to match, and wore diamonds, 
the gift of the bridegroom. She carried a 
handsome bouquet of la France roses. The 
b-idesmaid was Miss Tessie Kidd of Sioux 
City, Iowa, sister of the bride. Her costume 
consisted of an Empire gown of fawn and red 
changeable silk, with red velvet trimming and 
large hat of red and pink roses, She wore a 
diamond ring, the gift of the bridegroom, and 
carried a bouquet of pink roses. The grooms- 
man was Mr. O. Heir of Chicago, Ill. A family 
reception was held at the residence of her 
brother, and later in the afternoon the happy 
couple left for New York en rowte for an ex- 
tended southern tour, The presents were 
valuable and varied, 


The Independent Order of Oddfellows were 
very much en fete the latter half of last 
week, The dance and reception given on 
Friday evening was a perfect jam, over a 
thousand being present. The lodge-room was 
prettily hung with the banners of the various 
lodges, and the jolliest of companies imagin- 
able danced to Glionna’s music. Supper was 
served in another room of the spacious building, 
which was thronged with guests until after 
midnight, when the crowd thinnedJout enough 
to ensure comfort. The cordial and bounteous 
hospitality was much appreciated by all pres- 
ent, and the affair was voted a most immense 


success, 
* 


The Comus Club had a very enjoyable meet- 
ing on Friday, January 20, in their cosy rooms 
in the Yonge street Arcade. Progressive 
euchre, followed!by a light supper and a dance, 
passed the timeall too quickly for those con- 
cerned, This clubis one of those happy social 
organizations which fulfils the true mission of 
its existence, in bringing pleasant people to- 
gether in an informal and enjoyable assembly, 
where friendships rip2n and an evening’s social 
intercourse chases care and wrinkles far away. 

* 

A good many pretty brows are somewhat 
careworn this week, studying the question of 
costumes for Mrs, Cawthra’s fancy dress ball 
on Monday week. The men are comparatively 
free from anxiety, forthe kind hostess has 
given them a very wide margin in the matter 
of dress. A fancy dress ball tests the esprit and 
resource of the invifes as no other entertain- 
ment does, but Iam sure that Toronto bellesand 
stately matrons have plenty of both, and that 
they will resolve to do themselves great credit 
on this oc2asion. We have so many sweet girl 
dancers, and graceful young wives, and hand- 
some matrons that a fancy dress ball should be 
a beautiful scene. 


A mixture of mirth and pathos was our bill 
of fare at the Grand this week. Sol Smith 
Russel! kept us on the verge of 
tears and on the brink of hilarity by 
his impersonation of Hosea Howe. A mati- 
nee audience is proverbially a cold one, but 
such was not that of Wednesday after- 
noon. I happened to sit near some railway 
men and in the vicinity of a very small boy, 
and between them it was quite lively. ‘*‘ They 
will pull up the blind when the band gets done 
playing, and the monkeys will come out and 
dance,” announced the small boy, looking 
through the wrong end of the opera glasses, 
Various remarks on the size of the neighboring 
hats from the knights of the rail, whose voices 
were of siogular carrying power, broke into 
some touching scenes delightfully. But noth- 
ing could take the charm from Hosea’s unique 
character, and so, apparently, the audience 
agreed. In the boxes were Mrs. and Miss Pope, 
Mrs, Ed, Cox, Mrs. Fred Cox and other fashion- 
able habituees. Some of the maligned hats were 
very becoming to their fair wearers. A pretty 
old rose felt with tri-plumes and dark velvet, 
worn by a picturesque brunette, was very 
stylish, if somewhat in the way; a very perky 
black bonnet with white lace among its velvet 
bows was noticeable. It quite shut off one 
touching scene. A lovely gray hat with seven 
plumes evoked some profanity and much ad- 
miration from those in its wake. I much ad- 
mired ared felt with black velvet bows and 
feathers, which was on a pretty head on the 
other side of the aisle. Some did not agree 
with me, but they were also on the other side, 
However, there is no law to compel ladies to 
take influenza by sitting bare-headed, nor can 
they be expected to care less for their appear- 
ance than the comfort of their neighbors. They 
will continue to wear b'g hats just as long as 
they are a la mode, and it 13 certainly some 
consolation that in Toronto one has pretty faces 
under the big hats to look at when one is shut 
off from seeing the stage. Suppose the ladies 
were to consent to go hatless if the men would 
sit still between the acts? 

. 


Mr. Arthur Grantham has been at home for 
a visit this week. 


Mrs. Grantham had a young people’s dance 
on Wednesday evening. 


Mrs. Thomas Davies gave a large At Home 
yesterday evening. 


A charming tea was given by the Misses Sey- 
mour of Admiral road on the afternoon of the 
19th, Mrs. Seymour received in gros grain 
silk en train, with steel passementerie, Miss 
Seymour wore buttercup crepe, trimmed with 
golden brown velvet and gold passementerie. 
Mise Sybil was in pearl-gray crepe, trimmed 


| scene from Julius Cesar with much dramatic 
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with cream guipure lace. Among those pres- 
ent were: Mrs, Melfort Boulton, the Misses 
D'Arcy Boulton, Miss Bickford, Mrs. Barwick, 
the Misses Montizambert, the Misses Todd, 
Miss Thorburn, the Misses Beatty, Miss Price, 
Miss Cochrane of Hillhurst, Mr. and Mrs. 
Critchley of Calgary, Mr. and Mrs. H. Clarke, 
the Misses Homer Dixon, the Misses Osler, 
Mrs. Brouse, Mr. and Mrs, McCullough, Miss 
Beardmore, the Misses Fuller, Mrs. Olive Wi- 
mans of New York, Miss Rains of Montreal, 
and Messrs, D. Saundera, W. Morris, Monti- 
zambert, W. Homer Dixon, Goldingham, C, C. 
Smith, John Robinson, Nuns, G. Vankoughnet, 
E. R, Vankoughnet, Nordheimer, B. Baldwin, 
C. Bogart, C. Walker, George Stimson, Strathy, 
J. Edgar, E. Bickford, Bertie Cawthra and 
many others. The table was beautifully deco- 
rated with eau de Nile silk, smilax, maiden 
hair and hyacinths and lighted by numbers of 
wax candles, 


For the Ball Room 


For this and all other state occasions oc 
curring in the evening a full dress suit is 
indispensible. To the casual observer there 
are few perceptible variations in the conven- 
tional evening dress of the period, but to the 
man of taste and style the gradations of 
change from year to year are plainly dis- 
cernible. For the past three seasons, 
it may be noted, a radical change has been 
made in the style and material used in the 
making up of dress suits 

Broadcloth and doe skin have absolutely 
disappeared, and the rich, hard woven diag- 
onals have given place to the rough finished 
Cheviot and Venetian finished worsteds that 
have been the universal rage in London and 
New York. 

The present inode of the make up requires 
that the lapels of the coat should be faced 
with heavy black gros grain silk, but tailors 
who consider fine points of fit line the body 
ot the coat with satin de chines, as the satin 
fits closer and firmer and the slips on 
easier. 

Such are the styles as furnished by 


Henry A. Taylor 
0. 1 Rossin House Block 


two or 


Mrs, T. Eaton's At Home last Saturday was 
a very elegant affair. The handsome house on 
Spadina road was crowded with guests, who 
admired the b2autiful floral decorations, among 
which was a lovely bed of tulips, worth taking 
a long journey to see. Delicious refreshments N 
were served by Webb in recherche style. 

* 


coat 





Mrs. Irving Cameron gave a very pleasant 
tea on Friday of last week. 
+ 
One of the most delightful children’s parties 
of the season was given last Saturday after- 
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Weddin e 
Invitations 

noon by little Olive Walker in honor of her e 

cousin, Miss Bertie Dougall, daughter of A, R, Wedding 

Dougall, Q C., of Belleville. The tables were 

beautifully decorated in pink and white. After Cards 

supper games and dancing were thoroughly 

enjoyed by the little ones, In the donkey 

game first priz2s were won by Miss Muriel IN THE LATEST STYLES 

Maddison and Master Stewart Jackes, and a 

Miss Marjory Morrison got the booby prize. JAS. BAI N & SON 

Among those present were : Misses Hazel Hed- : 

ly, Lila Greene, Helen McClain, Lena Fulton, | FINE STATIONERS 

Mary Ferguson, Gladys Edwards, Zadie Dray- | 52 King St. East TORONTO 

ton, Lilian Orr, Beatrice and Edith Webster, | deci iesi 

Eileen Kertland, Elsie Thorne, Marjory Morri 

son, Agnes Millman, Mildred Warwick, Gert- ; INSTITUTE OF 

rude and Marion Hay, Muriel Millichamp, Dermatology and Physical 

Eileen Hudson, Mabel Smith, Evelyn Somer- C l 

ville, Muriel and Gracie Maddison, Masters U ture 

Reggie Oxley,Kene Smith, Percy Browne, Car- The Only One in Canada. 

lyle Baldwin, Herbert Palmer, Norway and vase 

Stewart Jackes, Dick Harcourt, Jack Somer- Mrs. Gervaise Graham 

ville, Allan Galbraith, Harry McFarlane, Ar- \ 

thur Martenc2, George and Jack Molesworth, ' Tojge fs pa Apttn Bina s 145 1-2 Yonge St. 

Charlie Foster, Bert Thompson, and others. A , a TORONTO 

basket filled with packages tied with baby rib- FACE STEAMING and MASSAGE iatroduced in Toron- 

to by us one year ago. 

FLESH REDUCED. FIGURES DEVELOPED. 


bon was placed in the hall, the children taking 


their choice of a parcel; this caused no end of | SK'N DISEASES treated successfully. 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR pernanently removed by Elec- 


amusement and delighted the little ones im- | ¢rolysis. 
mensely. We are just entering our second year of business, and 
. thank the many popular ladies of Toronto who have so 


kindly contributed to our success in pioneering. Send 
stamp for booklet, How to be Beautiful. 1454 Yonge St, 


PARK LIVERY 


173 and 175 McCaul Street 
Victorias, Coupes, etc. Fine Horses and Carriages, with 


The opening of the new Oddfellows’ Temple, 
at the corner of Yonge and College streets, 
was celebrated by Queen City Lodge No. 56, 
I. O. O. F., giving a complimentary At Home 
in their spacious parlors on Monday evening 
last. Deputy Grand Master Oliver was chair- 
man and gave a resume of the work accom- Sivatal Ditesia'te Livery. 
plished by the order, The programme W&S | vesepnene 33 W. 3. MUNSHAW 
much appreciated by the large number present, | I 
Mrs. Frank Wright contributed two numbers, ANDERSON & BATES 
her first selection, O Promise Me (with violin Sine, Guy Bese Gud Threat Spcctatiat 
and flute obligato) b2ing especially well re- Telephone 3922 No. 6 Collere Street, Toronto. 
ceived. Toe Handel Male Quartette (Messrs. | ee ee 
Putland, Booz, Oiiver and Stephens) scored a 
signal success in their rendering of The Grave | 
of a Singer and Massa’s in the Cold Ground, 
receiving a recall on each occasion. Dr, D. A. 
Dobie and Mr. P. F, Coutts gave the quarrel | 


Drop. 








PAVILION 
Thursday, Feb. 16 


Rev. Robt. Nourse 


‘*The Greatest Dramatic Orator 
of the World,” in 


Dr. Jekyll & Mr. Hyde 


Subscribers’ list at Nordheimer’s. 


a 


LEISER'S 


| 
| 


A STAR 
COURSE 


expressioti, and their efforts were heartily | 
applauded, as was also Mr, Frank Wright, the 
comique, in his mirth-provoking songs, making 
himself a prime favorite with the audience in | 
his four numbers. At the conclusion of the | 
programme dancing was commenced to the | Monday, March 6,MARSHALL P. WILDER. 
enlivening strains of Glionna’s orchestra and 
kept up to the wee sma’ hours, The dresses 
worn by many of the ladies were rich and 


TRINITY UNIVERSITY DRAMATIC CLUB 
handsome. The stewards in charge were Mr. 
. Mr. J M » Dr. CE. | 
Suey, tir. P.F. Coutts, Dr. DA. Dodieand) OUR BOYS 


Mr. A. M be, and they deserve great credit 
, _— . . . St. Andrew’s Hall, Thursday, Feb. 2 


Continued on Page Six'een. 
ASBISTED BY THE 


— ’ ~ ANNOUNCEMENT __ BANJO AND GUITAR OLUB 


EXTRAORDINARY Proceeds in aid of the Gymnasium Fund. 
iaaieaien Plan opens at Nordheimer’s Tuesday, January 31 


Academy of Music 
LAST WEEK _LAST WEEK 


COMMENOING 


Monday, January 30 


The Nelson Opera Co. 


- LECTURE - 
Monday, Tenete and Wednesday 


ST. GHORGE'S HALL, ELM STREET Matinee 


Conduct and Manners| E7 RMINIE 


Wednesday and Thursday 


Chimes of Normandy 


Friday, Saturday and Saturday Matinee 


FRA DIAVOLO 


Pe.cee, 26., 360. and 509.—a0 higher. 











GRAND OPEGATI“ CONCERT 


NORDICA - SCALCHI 


ad Campanini, Delpuente, 
S. Miss Helen Dudley Campbell, 
- Herr Fischer 
S and Isidore Luckstone 


PAVILION 
Friday, February 10 


ae seats, $1 to $2; first two rows in gallery extra. 
Subsoription list. 


REV. PROF. CLARK 











Saturday, February 11, 3.30 p m. 
Tickets 26 cents. Fo St. Lake’s Guild, 


KLEISER'S § 


STA Rev. Robert Nourse. arch 6, Marshall 
Subscribers list at | 


COURSE P. Wilder. 


Five entertainments in 
rate between Feb- 

and May. Five 
dollars cuties © 4 ® subscriber to two re- 





— Will close next 































































































































































Ne 









"Varsity Chat. 


Odefinea “plug” may to some 
appearan easy task. I am as- 
sured by those who roll about 
and have a fine time building up 
their constitutions by down- 
town experiences that theirs 

is the only life that leads to true development. 
They say that all others are plugs and that 
when they graduate the plugs will be left be- 
hind as laggards in the race. This is a de- 
lightful illusion, but I doubt its truth. It is 
easier to get experience than to get know- 
ledge and wisdom, Once @ man goes out into 
the world, as leaving the University is termed, 
he has experience piled up before him in larger 
quantities than he _ desires. The plug 
trained to sober thought and action can view 
these mountains with the “ philosophic calm” 
of which Sir John Macdonald once spoke in 
Halifax. But to him who is dubbed a plug 
this specimen of the genus student does not 
take anything to do with sport, the literary, or 
anything save his books. He reads and 
grinds from the beginning to the close of the 
term. He makes the books his own and in the 
end carries about with him a large stock of 
literary knowledge. A neat reference to some 
classical topic pleases his inmost soul, but a 
good kick on the football field passes into ob- 
livion with notice from him. He cares not for 
“*Kek’s great play” or “clever tackle.” Such 
expressions pass from off his soul unheeded, 
When the sun is swiftly melting the snow 
under the inviting conditions of spring, the 
plug is admired, He is mentioned with favor 
because he has his work all prepared and has 
not to grind nineteen hours a day and live on 
corn starch and milk. The plug has laid up his 
treasure and does not need to make a record by 
great efforts when the exam. is at hand. Any 
who wish to know to a nicety the difference 
between a bum and. a plug should develop the 
determining facul:y by experience. I cannot 
here give them more enlightenment. 





Rev. J. R. Teefy, B. A., once the president of 
our Literary and now a senator, among other 
duties edits a paper. In last week's issue of 
his journal it was announced that ‘the cold 
weather of the past week was rendered 
warmer.” Weather that can be so handled 
will soon find its way into mince pie and hash. 


Miss Madge Robertson, our first M.A., is now 
on the staff of Frank Leslie's Weekly. An 
illustrated sketch of her career was given in a 
recent number of the Weekly. Miss Robertson 
has considerable ability as a student and 
writer. 


. 

Though the number of female undergradu 
ates is large and there are many seminaries 
conducted, it must not be considered that ours 
is merely agirls’ school. These seminaries are 
classes conducted on a plan which leads the 
lecturers and students to take an interest in 
the work under review or consideration. I 


know that members of the faculty have ob- | 


jected to the use of the word seminary. They 
held that there was weakness enough at 
’Varsity and it was folly to use such terms as 
would convey to the public the opinion enter- 
tained by the faculty and a few of the students, 
’Varsity, however, is not a ladies’ school. 


From time immemorial citizens of Toronto, 
es vecially the Presbyterians among them, have 
been entertaining the students of Knox Col- 
lege in many ways. Many of the best in the 
city have entertained the Knoxites at their 
homes, and all the boys were able to do in 
recognition was to invite their friends to a 
public debate or occasionally assume the re- 
sponsibility of housekeeping, and after they 
had received a call, with the daughters of their 
city hostesses as their wives. All the boys 
could not be so unfortunate that they could not 
by actions show their appreciation of the kind- 
ness and hospitality shown them. The present 
inhabitants of the brick pile which mars the 
stretch of view on Spadina avenue have de- 
cided to entertain their friends next Tuesday 
evening atan At Home. They will thus give 
public testimony that they, as they have 
always done, appreciate the good will of those 


who in season and out of season have always | 


stood true to Knox and her sons. May they 
have a successful gathering. 

Mr. T. J. Parr, B.A., president of the Jackson 
Society, Victoria University, is one of our own 
graduates. He is atheolog. now. He once 
belonged to *‘ K'”’ company, Q. O. R., but was 
always, while in uniform, in ambush. Manu- 
facturers of uniforms seem to forget that there 
are small! as well as large soldiers, 

° 

Mr. G. M. Wrong, with his estimable wife, 
entertained a numberof University students 
one evening this week at Humewood, Jarvis 
street. A very enjoyable and profitable even- 
ing was spent. 


- 
At the faculty meeting held on Saturday last 
a committee was appointed to arrange fora 
short course of Saturday afternoon lectures. 


Prof. Mavor will deliver his inaugural lecture 
on Saturday next. The public are expected to 
attend in large numbers, 

7 


At the Political Science Seminary on Monday, 
Messrs, Greenwood and Anderson read papers 
upon the Powers and Functions of the Gover- 
nor-General in Council. Much discussion was 
provoked, Great interest in the study of 
Canadian constitutional questions is being 
inspired in the second year class by Mr. J. M. 
McEvoy. : 

Knox men have a number of sudden mar 
riages to record against those who left the cor- 
ridors last spring. American widows havea 
peculiar fascination. Adam Smith in his 
Wealth of Nations, written long ago, pointed 
this out. Perhaps if Knox taught political 
economy her sons would not be so prompt in 
marrying after being allowed to go. 

* 


The Literary and Scientific Society has been 
g-anted the privilege of holding an afternoon 
At Home in University College, and the idea 
will probably be carried out on a grand scale 
early in February. 


Mr. R. K. Barker, B.A.,'92, now alaw stu- 
dent at Osgoode Hall, shows by his descriptive 
and entertaining writings on phases of 'Var- 








sity activity that he has a thorough apprecia- 
tion of student life and can express his ideas 


with ease and clearness. 
* 


Our new library building is situated on the 
level plateau between the ravine and the road 
which runs southward from the University 
main building along the east side of the lawn, 
between it and the School of Practical Science. 
The style of architecture is Norman and har- 
monizes with that of University College. The 
building comprises the following point8 of 
architectural beauty: 1. A fireproof book-room, 
capable of accommodating 120,000 volumes in 
book-stacks so as to afford the greatest facilities 
for classification, the greatest accessibility for 
service, the utmost compactness of storage, and 
an equal distribution of light and heat in all 
its parts. 2. Ample space for the administra- 
tion of the library, with the departments for 
bibliography, cataloguing, and delivery so 
placed as (a) to afford the officials the most con- 
venient access to the book-room and to the 
unpacking-room, (b) to facilitate the delivery of 
books to the students and the return of 
books to their shelves, and (c) to control and 
overlook the entire area of the reading-room. 
3 Two separate systems of cloak-rooms, the 
one for male and the other for female students, 
and all having access to the advantages ot the 
library. 4. A reading-room, well lighted and 
ventilated in all its parts. 5. Lecture-room 
and special students’ rooms (seminaries), well 
lighted and ventilated. 6. A system of con- 
struction absolutely fireproof for the book- 
room, and approximately so for the rest of the 
building. With such accommodation good 
work ought to result. ADAM RUFUS, 





Trinity Talk. 


dE all-absorbing topic now is hockey. 

In this last week, of the two games 

played by the first team one has been 

lost and one won. The victory of 

Saturday over the Victorias ended the 

week in a happy way. The accounts of the 

games played by both teams have already been 

given in the daily paper, so that it is need- 

less to dwell upon them here. The teams are 

hard at work—and—well, we'd rather talk 
about it later on. 


The date of the conversat. having been fixed 
for February 7, the conveners of the various 
committees are making every preparation. 
To avoid the crush of former years the number 
of cards will be limited. No effort will be 
spared to make the conversat. of 1893 a success, 
and—but more of this anon. 


As was stated last week, the Dramatic Club 
will present, under the direction of Mr. Harry 
Rich, Our Boys, in Ss. Andrew’s Hall on 
February 2. Tickets may be obtained from 
apy memb_r of the club, and the plan of the 


| house will be open at Nordheimer’s on and 





after January 31. The Banjo Club will be under 
the direction of Mr. Richards and will make 
their first appearance on that evening. 


The Literary Society held their regular meet- 
ingon Friday, January 20, at half-past seven, 
Mr. Healey, B.A., in thechair. After the read- 
ing of the minutes of the last meeting, and 
after all business had been transacted, the 
usual programme was carried out. Mr. 
Fletcher's (94) essay showed careful prepara- 
tion. The readings were good and new. 
Messrs. Fessenden (93) and Lawrence (95) did 
battle with Messrs. Locke (93) and Davidson 
(95) in the oratorical arena, the question under 
discussion being that of Tariff Reform. The 
pros and cons were weighed carefully at the 
close, and the negative, Messrs. Locke and Da- 
vidson, were declared the winners, The meet- 
ing then adjourned. 


Oo Friday evening next comes the first of 
the inter-year debates, when ’94 will meet 95, 
and the debate promises to be a good one. 
Inter-faculty debates might follow this; for 
instance, the winners of the arts debate might 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





Sr ——_ 
Professor (examining class in physics)—The pressure of bodies at rest is called force. Give 


an example, Jones. 
Jones (an observant scholar)—The police force.— Puck. 


Johnson on The Iroquois of the Grand River | give her a pieceof my mind. What right has 
which will appear in an early issue of Harper's | she to dictate what you should or should not 
Weekly. wear?” 

‘**Oh, she said it would ruin her business to 
make a short dress when trains were worn. 
She wanted it ever so much longer, but I 
insisted on a moderate length. You don’t 
know anything about the trial a woman has to 
get a dress made in the way she wants it 
done,” said Mrs, Jones breathlessly. 

“Tha.’s where you’re weak. I’d smileto see a 

| man giving up that way to his tailor,” said Mr, 
Jones, ‘I just would. I’ve ordered a coat to 
suitme. Keep your eyes peeled, Maria, and 
see if my tailor putsin any frills or furbelows 


* 

From Paris comes news of the successful 
debut in the art world of a young lady well 
known in Toronto society, Miss Mabel Cawthra, 
who recently left the class conducted by Miss 
Tully and Mr. Wyly Grier. Miss Cawthra has 
delighted her friends by coming out second in 
an open competition concours d’esquisses, at 
Julian’s Atelier—quite a notable achievement. 

* 


The day classes at the Central Ontario Art 
School have been changed to the morning, 
with the exception of the design class, which 
is still held in the afternoon. The light is more | 1 didn’t order, I think I see him.” 
favorable for the antique and painting classes It was Sunday morning when Mr. Jones 
in the morning and better work is done. In received his new coat, much to his chagrin, as 
connection with antique classes a draped model | be had spent all Saturday evening lying in wait 
sits every Friday morning and on two evenings | for it at the front door. He got into it ina 


in the week for the use of advanced students, | hurry, for he wanted to wear it to church. 
* ‘* How does it fit?” he said anxiously, as he 


The fortnightly meeting of the Versatile Club | struggled into it. 
was held at Mr. Mower Martin’s residence in “* Well, I should say, ‘though lost to sight, 
Rosedale. Some clever verses by Mr. A. H.; tomemory dear.’ Why, thatcollar is above your 
Howard, illustrated with pen and ink draw-| ears, and the cuffs are over your hands. 
ings and eulogizing the late Poet Laureate, | Jeptha, that coat was never made for you.” 
were voted the award of honor for the evening. ‘“*Wasn’t it?” snarled Mr. Jones; ‘‘perbaps 
A sonnet club is to be added to the present | you'd like to wear it yourself, Mrs. Jones? 
organization, and it is expected that the best | What's the matter with this coat?” asked Jcnes 
poems and sketches will be published at the | defiantly, as he seized his tall hat and placed it 
close of the season. on his head. But that coat collar rose up and 
floored the hat, and Mr. Jones said a word 


The Ontario Society of Artists will continue that had several consonants in it, and Mrs. | 


the winter series of lectures on the evening of Jones laughed till she cried, 
Tuesday, January 31, when Mr. T. Mower ‘Nice conduct for Sunday morning,” sneered 
Martin, R. C. A., will discourse on Canada from Jones, rolling his coat collar down and his 
an Artist's Point of View. As the lecturer has sleeves up in @ pugilistic way: “if you think 
traveled and sketched during his thirty years’ this coat is a misfit, you're mistaken, that’s 
residence here, all the way from Cape Breton | ,)) » F , 
on the Atlantic coast to Vancouver on the ke sas 
Pacific, he should know something of Canada’s aha) ees pica tors eg ee 
availability for artistic treatment. Music and } .+) waa her headienhaat he io cin a 
singing will help to diversify the programme of keep from laughing. 
the evening's entertainment. VAN. ‘Oh, you think you're smart,” said Jones, 
in a rage. Then he took the coat off and 
kicked it into the closet. The next morning 
he interviewed his tailor, and the costs in the 
There does not exist a more inexplicable, | assault and battery case which followed would 
antithetical, contradictory creature than the| have kept Maria in pin money for a year. 
college student. To-night he sits before a/ Bur Mr. Jones says no tailor can monkey with 
shaded lamp, his head enlaureled with a damp | his clothes and live to brag of it.—Detroit Free 
towel, his coat off, ‘* grinding” at philosophy ;| pyogs, 
to-morrow night he sings Old Grimes in a 
husky voice, complacently lying under the 
table among his companions. One day he 
dines at the Rossin with a chum from McGill, 
perhaps, and consequently for the next week 





The Student. 





Used Him Up. 


Passenger— What's the matter, conductor? 
Why doesn't the train start ? 
Conductor—I am afraid we may have to wait 


A Supposititious Case. 
Powell— But for your birth you would be 


my ceee. 
owell—Yes; if I had never been born I 
suppose I should be a nonentity too. 
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COUGH CUR 


E 
25°50¢R3/2 eile onde 
Cures Consumption, Coughs, Croup, Sore 

Throat. Sold by all Druggists on a Guarantee. 


: Finest Health and Pleasure Resort 
in the South 


Mountain Park Hotel 


HOT SPRINGS, North Carolina 


Healthiest place in America. Grand mountain scenery. 
Fine bracing air. Bright, sunny days. Excellent hotel; 
best cuisine ; perfect service. 


Luxurious Baths in Natural Hot 
Water 


Plenty of amusement. Pullman car service from New York 
to our door without change. For illustrated book and 


rates address— 
W. F. ROSS, Proprietor 


ARTISTIC : DRESSIAKING 


MRS. J. P- KELLOGG, 636 Church St. 


Ladies’ Evening Gowns ‘and Fmpire Effects 
a *pecialty 
High class costuming after French and American 
measurements. 


M?ss B. PATON DESIRES TO MAKE 
the announcement to her numerous friends and 
patrons that she is prepared to present for their considera 
tion the very latest English, French and American 
fashions. Parisian dinner and evening dresses, designed 
by L. Michau, medalist, and Dayou’s File, editeurs of the 
Parise Toilette Journal de Mode. Tailor-made suite and 
riding habite a specialty. MISS PATON 
R. Walker & Sons, King St. East 


OUR STOCK 


Is replete with a ee selected assortment of TWEEDS 
and FABRICS, suitable for street, carriage and 
evening wear. 


MISSES E. & H. JOHNSTON 


122 King Street West 


Mi?ss FAULKNER, Fashionable Dress 
and Mantle Maker. Perfect fit guaranteed, with 
all the lesdi:g styles. Reasonable prices to all. 118 
Scollard Street. 

















LADIES § If you desire 
, ® a tra parent, 
a) CLEAR, FRESH complexion, tree 
fron blotch, blemish, 
i] coarseness, redness, freckles, or pim- 


Hples, use VIENNA TOILET 










roughness, 


CREAM, the finest preparation for 
the skin, perfectly harmless, and de- 
i lightfully perfumed. Very useful for 
gentlemen after shaving. Price 25c. 
Vienna Pharmacal Co. All Druggists. 


Flea & Woe., Agents, Toronto. 


Witedied i “2 Widnes i’ 5 


ENTATIN ADDRESSES 


Dry Kindling Wood 


Delivered any address, 6 crates $1.00, 13 crates $2 (0. 
A crate holds as much as a barrel. 


HARVIE & CO., 20 Sheppard Street 
Telephone 1570 or send Post Card. 





J. YOUNG 


| THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
847 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679. 





THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 








he satisfies the inner man with soda biscuits 
and city water. There is an air of shabby- 
gentility about him that is easily recognizable ; 
he smokes a twenty-five cent cigar every other 
day but wearsa white (?) collar two weeks, 
He may have just heard from home and is 
spending with the liberality and heedlessnessof 
a miniature Vanderbilt ; next week he will 
be borrowing fourteen cents to pay for his 












meet the meds., theologs. or law men, as they 
do at McGill). If there is one thing that will 
develop college spirit it is a strong *‘ class fee)- 
ing,” a strong spirit of rivalry in campus or ‘n 
lecture-room, The man who is proud of his 
yearand will fight for it will be more than 
proud of his alma mater and will more than 
tight for her. Hitherto all the inter-year con- 


here for several hours yet. Weve got to tele- 6 and 8 Jordan Street 
grapi back for another engineer. ' see je ae = ae, paves caom masnity. sa 
es * s arg ana re , Offers great inducemen ie . 
a eh —_ s the matter with The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Pace ene. 
© engineer we fully arranged and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
Corductor—The train boy gave him a cigar | are of the Best Quality, and the ALES cannot be eu 


at the last station. Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. — 








For the Information of Those who Know a Good Thing when They See It 





tests have been in athletics, so that this is a 
new departure, and the idea seems to be a 
happy one. 


The ancient custom of having the “ Epis- 
copon”’ supper will be observed on February 
14, This is always a most interesting event 
and will be awaited with considerable im 
patience. 


A special meeting of the Athletic Association 
will be called during the week to consider the 
resignation of the president, Mr. Martin, '92 
Mr. Martin is now in Italy and intends re 
maining during the winter. His services to 
athletics at Trinity have been invaluable, and 
much regret is felt at his resignation, 

.* 


At a meeting of the committee on athletics 
recently Mr. Chadwick, 93, was elected captain 
of the second hockey team and Mr. Robertson, 
‘94, secretary. Rev AND BLack, 


DO ee 


Art and Artists. 


H, H. HEMING of Hamilton 
has a studio which might 
well arouse the envy of any 
artist. It is situated on the 
brow of the mountain over 

ad looking the city, and sitting 
at the north window on a bright afternoon one 
can see Toronto in the far distance. Of a dark 
and cloudy night one can see the separate 
electric lights of this city and on specially 
favorable occasions flashes from the Whitby 
lighthouse may be caught. Mr. Heming illus- 
trates the writings of Miss E. Pauline Johnson, 
and he has informed me that when the new 
moon has attained a certain fullness he will go 
over to Grand River with his sketch book to 
attend “ the burning of the white dog,” a cere- 
mony among the Iroquois. Mr. Heming will 
shortly leave for a trip ot several weeks among 
the Indians and lumbermen near the head of 
the Ottawa river, making sketches for a New 
York paper. fle is at present engaged on a 
series of illustrations for an article by Miss 


at the blue and white or the red and black in 


wearing a train to your dress. Seems to me 
you used to have more sense.” 


in a discouraged way. ‘‘ Goodness knows I 
don’t want to go about dragging the hem of my 
best gown inthe mud. It’s the dressmaker's 


fault. She would have it so.” { 
“Hm! I'd like to see that dressmaker, I'd’ Street West and Subway, corner Bathurst Street an 


laundry ; or he sends a bunch of roses to some- 
body somewhere, and auctions off his shoes to 
get them. With up-poised heels and a long, 
cherry pipe-stem in his mouth, he writes home 
saying, ‘‘If I were not sopressed with work I 
would have written before, but please send the 
funds,” etc., etc. Sunday morning he sleepeth 
late, but polishes his shoes, reverses his cuffs, 
buttons out the reverse side of his double- 
breasted coat and brushes it with his shoe 
brush, after which he appears at church 






10 Hooks and aoe ked 
counter—all elegantly fin’ 





dinner on Sunday it would be folly to calculate loop and eyelet nuisance. The leading Dresemakers an 
his capacity by his size. He can discuss 
psychology and give an ethical dissertation 
while drinking bottled ale. The study of 
ethics does not hamper his ability to swear. 
He is seen—and heard—at all the good 
operas and all the decidedly bad ones. 
He goes in the ‘ gods,” not because it is 
cheaper, but because the surroundings are not 
so conventional as in the parquette, and he 
likes to be frank in his criticism. He hustles 
unoffending freshmen, but his heart is kind, 
and he is as much at bome in his chum’s dress 
suit as his chum is in his best hat. On the 
whole, he is nota bad sort of youth, but his 
virtues are hidden behind clouds of tobacco 
smoke and a pile of brain-scorching books, 
though when he does come out we do not look 


this city is done at the 








his hat to ascertain he is one of those interest- 
ing but misjudged beings, astudent. A.J.S., 





The Jones Family. 


‘* Maria,” said Mr, Jones, as his wife came in 
with her street suit on, ‘‘I wonder at you 





** It isn’t my fault, Jeptha,” said Mrs. Jones 


ONTARIO 


BRANCH OFFICES: 


AND, DO NOT OLING TO OUT OF-DATE GOODS. 
FRANCIS’ 


PATENT LOOP HOOKS AND KYES 


There are two kinds of loops. Ono is for use on flat surface 
and the other on the edge. Use as intended. 

A fastener suitable fox Ladies’ and Children’s Dresses and 
Cloaks, &., and Cape Overcoate of all kinde, the Loop being the 
new feature. Made in Silvered and Japanned, in sizes from 4 to 


ished. 
by passing the stubby point from the under si 
oe seen ar = Pe on —. leavine the center 
ex or Hoo is sometimes put i bi 

adorned in that virtue adjacent to godliness. | more securely ; but if linings aoe gual, or materials firm, sewing is not meceanery. They a. 
He is sometimes small, but when asked out to | be moved from one place on the garment to another without disfiguring the fabric; they are 
invisible when hooked ; they save time, and resulte are eee they do away with the thread 
Clothing Manufacturers have given them a hearty welcome. 

For Sale by Leading Wholesale and Retail Dealers 


THE BOYS SAY 


That the finest laundry work in 


67 to 71 Adelaide St. West. 
‘PHONES |] 2'7, 1496 and 408 © 
And what the boys say “GOES.” 


in a suitable way for workroom or 
They are set “oye instantly 
e through the 
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“PARISIAN” 


Branches—93 and 729 Yonge St. 


TRY IT AND SEE 
BUY THE 








Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 
COAL CO. 


FROM THE 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 
818 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East,!Queer 


C. P. Ry. 
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house. 


wonder. 


doorway he halted in the darkness, and turn 
ing, awaited curiously the approach of his fol 
lower. 


of his own portico. 


Struck with an amazed alarm, he watched 
the man insert a pass-key in the lock and, 
opening the door, vanish without a sound into 
the region beyond. The door clicked behind 


the invader, and Derracott was left staring. 


This, then, was to be his welcome from a 
journey so dismal, and in a mood so desperate. 


Had he come upon the morrow, as he had an- 
ticipated, this house had been smiling for him, 
his wife bright with a false radiance. 


But the miscalculation of one day had sufficed 


to rob him of this decent refuge; and plunged 
into debt, embittered with failure, there was 
now no longer, as it seemed, love to forgive 
him, neither faith nor courage to inspire and 
strengthen. And yet of her at least he had 
been certain, though his world else was rumb- 
ling in his ears, His gaze besieged the house 
as though to tear the walls asunder and peer 
into its shameful secrets. 

His blood ran now at a charge. Walking 
precipitately across the road, he marched up 
the steps with a thumping heart. As he 
closed the door, the dark silence of the hall 
dropped like a cloak upon him. His feet made 
no sound upon the heavy carpet ; in his own 
house he stole with the air and cunning of a 
thief. 

At the top of the first flight, he stopped a 
moment before his wife’s drawing-room, rapped 
gently with his knuckles, and opened the door 
slowly. 

The room glowed in a soft, red light, which 
illuminated, also, two stricken facee in the 
background. The man had risen to his feet 
and clutched the back of a high chair, his eyes 
set hard upon the incomer. But it was upon 
the woman that Derracott’s glance fell first. 
She kept her seat, crouched in the hollow of a 
large arm-chair, her face rigid to the lips, her 
chin twitching to her short breaths, her eyes 
wild and staring. Mortal terror never sat upon 
features so spectral ; meaningless noises issued 
from her mouth. Derracott, his cheeks 
blanched, his muscles strung as upon wires, 
stepped into the room, and upon this ccmpany. 

‘I have surprised you, my dear,” he said 
quietly. ‘‘Ah, Harland!” and he nodded to 
the man, 

The woman gave him no answer; but Har- 
land lifted his hand from the chair, sank intoa 
seat, and laughed with uneasy harshness. 

** Yes,” he returned, “ I’m afraid Mrs, Derra- 
cott is startled. She—— I'd no notion you 
were away, and looked in a few minutes ago to 
see if you'd give me a game.” 

**IT saved a day, and so I'm here,” explained 
Derracott. He stood before the fire and warmed 
his hands, his white face stooped to the blaze. 
The woman recovered herself with a short, 
indrawn gasp, rose, and moved uncertainly 
toward him. 

‘* Why, Teddy,” said she tremulously, ‘‘ you 
have given me a—a start. But you've got your 
coat on,” and she laid a hand upon his shoul- 
der. 

He turned about, but his eye avoided her. 

“ Yes,” said he, ‘‘I was going to ask you 
whether you would allow me to disrobe in your 
boudoir.” 

She laughed hysterically. 

“ Teddy, of course !” she cried, and fetched 
up in a spasm of silence. 

He pulled off his overcoat deliberately and 
turned again to the fire without a glance at 
his companions. He had to them the look of 
preoccupation. The silence struck a fear into 
the others, and presently drove Harland to 
speech. 

‘* You're not very lively, old fellow,” he said, 


with elaborate cheerfulness. ‘‘ Had a bad 
journey ?” 

Derracott turned at last ; his brain was mov- 
ing. 


‘“No,” he replied, after a pause, and with 
painful deliberation ¢ ‘‘ pretty tair, but I am 
somewhat tired. I had a long day yester- 
day.” 

‘*Poor Teddy!’ said his wife caressingly, 
and put out a frightened hand to him. 

For the first time since that exchange of 
glances upon his entrance, Derracott’s eyes 
rested momentarily upon her face. Anobscure 
and furtive terror lingered there, and, as his 
gaze dwelt steadily upon her, flashed swiftly 
into open panic. Her head drooped slightly 
forward, poised over against him as a bird 
before a serpent; his glance passed on and 
touched the man, Harland was fingering his 
mustache; he pulled out his watch. ‘“ By 
Jove!” he exclaimed ; ‘‘I'd no notion it was so 
late. Mrs. Derracott, you must forgive me, 
Well, old chap,” and he made as though torise, 
** you're too tired, I suppose, to have a game, 
8o I'll be off; I won’t keep you up.” 

Derracott’s muscles softened ; 
breathed with warm life again. 

‘*Not yet,” he said; ‘I'll give you a game 
before you go. Only my wife had better go to 
bed. Come, Lucy ; it’s beyond your hour,” 

The woman, straightening herself in her 
chair, regarded them both with frantic eyes ; 
terror had sat upon her visage since last her 
husband had looked upon her. She rose with 
difficulty and opened her mouth, Some cry 
hung unuttered on that tongue; some prayer 
was contained inarticulate behind those scarlet, 
trembling lips. 

She moved mechanically to Harland, with an 
outstretched hand, stopped, sighed deeply and 
lett the room without a word, Harland, from 
the edge of his seat, watched his host with 
doubt, but the gray face of the latter and his 
veiled eyes spoke of nothing but great weari- 
Dess, 

“ We will drink first,” he said, 

He filled two glasses from the decanter upon 
the table, Harland’s hand shook at his lips, 
but he drained the glass and laughed. 


his body 


O Derracott, sunk in his extreme 
dejection, time had passed like 
a bird on the wing, and he was 
already within eye-shot of his 

But now the passage 

of those footsteps in his wake 

roused in him a certain vague 

He realized that they 

had seemed to pursue him for some time down 

the solitary streets; and a little beyond his 


From his post he saw a figure in even- 
ing dress pierce the darkness, move sharply 
into the lamplight, and run lightly up the steps 
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** Now for this game, my boy,” he said cheer. 
fully. 

Derracott, whose fingers were playing with 
his brimming wine-glass, made no response, 
and Harland examined him anxiously, 

‘* You’re very much depressed, old chap,” he 
said, after a space of silence; then he hesitated 
and his eyes suddenly lightened. “It’s not 
money ?” 

**I don’t mind your knowing,” said Derracott ; 
“* T owe you close on five thousand, and there’s 
some twenty thousand elsewhere.” 

‘* Derracott,” said Harland, leaning toward 
his’ companion with insinuation, ‘“ cross out 
that five, and I’ll stand in for the twenty.” 

The ashes of the fire collapsed in the silence 
that ensued; Derracott’s face never moved ; 
he turned the shank of the glass between his 
fingers. 

‘* That’s a generous offer, he said, 

‘*Generous be damned,” returned Harland 
gayly. ‘‘It’s nothing to me, and we're old 
pals and——” 

‘Twenty-five thousand, as the market goes, 
is, I suppose, a generous price for honor,” broke 
in Derracott, with an air of meditation. 

The vestiges of color ran from Harland’s 
cheeks; their eyes encountered across the 
table ; no words passed, but in that mute ques- 
tion and its vacant answer, as it were, the 
position of the combatants was acknowledged 
and defined. With a thin breath, al: ost of 
relief, Harland waited for the other, whose 
eyes were still upon him. Derracott squared 
his elbows on the table. 

“Yes,” said he; ‘“‘and now for this game.” 

Beneath the calm surface of his manner, 
Derracott was at the white heat of fury. Pent 
by,his fierce jealousy, his mind converging full 
upon this sudden horror, he sat, with quiet 
eyes and face of stone, stalking ever nearer to 
his fluttered quarry. 

“I think,” he resumed presently, ‘‘that I 
ought to make my own rules in this game.” 
His voice rang with a note of unconcern, even 
of pleasantry. 

Harland shrugged his shoulders, 
nothing to say,” said he. 

Derracott rose softly, took some note-paper 
from a writing-table, and scribbled some sec- 
onds upon it. Then he handed the paper across 
the table. What Harland read was as follows : 

‘*T, Edward Derracott, being in the full pos- 
session of my senses, have decided to put an 
end tomy life. It has become too much to 
bear. My debts have involved me too deeply 
and I am tired of the struggle. I have no 
strength to go on. May God help my wife. 
Forgive me, Lucy. I have tried, but there 
seems no way out but this. Let others take 
warning by my fate. The turf is accursed. 
God help me.” 

Harland enquired of the writer with his eyes, 
and the latter pointed to the pen and ink, 
‘* Write one like it,” he said, “‘ but with your 
name and according to your circumstances.” 

Harland’s jaw dropped suddenly ; he took 
up the pen. When he had finished, he passed 
the paper to Derracott, who nodded and rose, 

**Putitin your pocket,” he said. ‘ At this 
hour the park will serve our purpose.” 

He drew a brace of pistols from a drawer, 
and, motioning to his companion, descended 
the stairs. The chill December moon shone 
frostily upon the crisp grass of the square as 
the two made their way in silence to a central 
bower of evergreens, the haunt of children at 
their hide-and-seek throughout the afternoon. 

**T think,” said Derracott, in his suave, pas- 
sionless voice, “‘ that here is the proper theater 
for our little comedy.” 

He handed a pistol to his adversary. 

“Twenty-five thousand!” he murmured, 
“There is no need of superfluous witnesses, 
We two can play our own hands, Twenty-five 
thousand was a generous offer.” 

His hand, with its weapon close grasped, 
hung at his side. 

**If you are resolved to end this thing in this 
way,” said Harland hoarsely, ‘“ there’s no help 
for it. What are you going to do?” 

** According to my idea of the game,” said 
Derracott softly, ‘‘ we should have the option 
of firing at twelve paces or approaching at the 
signal. You may have observed it was on the 
stroke of one when we left. Perbaps you will 
be good enough to take the church-bell as a 
word of command,” 

Harland made no answer, but took his sta- 
tion in the open; Derracott put his back 
against a tree and waited, The faint sound of 
aremote clock rose from the distance and vi- 
brated on the stillness. Harland steadied his 
arm before him, but Derracott stirred not. A 
moment intervened of dreadful silence—to Har- 
land a space of hours—and then a heavy bell 
boomed from the clock tower of the church. A 
pistol cracked, and a withered branch snapped 
on the tree by Derracott’s head. He himself 
laughed gently and marched slowly forward 
to the spot where stood Harland waiting for 
his death. Smilingly he regarded his victim. 

“Twenty-five thousand!” said he. “It was 
a notable bid. But I think my solution was 
the better. My good sir,” he said,“the exi- 
gencies of this game demanded that I should 
be free of all coroners’ courts; hence the con- 
fession of suicide in your pocket.” 

He held out the pistol. Harland, his face 
sickly white, made a gesture of impatience. 
Fora second he looked into Derracott’s eyes. 
Derracott wavered for a breath of time, and 
then, clapping the barrel to the man’s heart, 
pulled the trigger. 

The body sank in a heap at Derracott’s feet. 
He watched it huddle limply among the damp 
and yellow leaves, noted its open eyes and its 
pallid, moonlit face. He bent over the dead 
man ; his pulse throbbed riotously. 

“Twenty-five thousand,” he muttered, in a 
thin, dry whisper; ‘“‘a generous offer for my 
honor.” He laughed. “He might have told 
me before he went how much he gave for 
hers,” 
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The Little Girl (weeping)—N-N-No. 


word or to faint at a frown. 





A Horse on the Barber, 


“T have 


and sat down in one of the operating chairs. 
To him presently went a knight of the razor, 
who remarked interrogatively : 

‘** Shave, sir?” 

“No,” growled the man in the chair. 
want to be measured for a suit of clothes.” 

This statement seemed to surprise the bar- 
ber, but he managed to say: 

“This ain’t a tailor shop.” 

“Tsn’t it?” 

a 

* What is it?” 

**Tt’s a barber shop.” 

‘““What sort of work do you do in this 
shop?” 

‘*Shave men and cut their hair.” 

**Do you think asane man with no hair on 
his head would comein here to have his hair 
cut?” 

** No, sir.” 

** Do I look like a lunatic?” 

This was replied to by a silent shake of the 
head, but the barber doubtless thought he was 
acting like one. 

“Then presuming me to be a sane man, 
but bald-headed, what would you naturally 
suppose I came here for?” 

‘*For a shave.” 

“Then, my dear sir, why did you ask me if I 
wanted a shave whenI took a seat in your 
chair? Why didn’t you goright to work? If 
some of you barbers would cultivate a habit of 
inferring, from easily ascertained data, instead 
of developing such wonderful conversational 
and catechetical powers, it would be of ma- 
terial aid in advancing you inyour chosen voca- 
tion and in expanding your bank account. Do 
you comprehend?” 

* Yes, sir,” replied the man, as he began to 
lather the customer’s face in a dazed sort of 
way, and he never even asked him if he wanted 
oil on his hair when the operation was per- 
formed.—N. Y. Recorder. 
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Before the Matinee, 


The matinee woman with her two friends 
approached the box-office. 

‘* What's the price of parquette seats?” 

**One-fifty,” said the box-office agent, po- 
litely. 

‘That much apiece?” 

‘Yes, ma’am, apiece.” 

‘*Couldn’t you let me have three for $2.251” 

*-No, ma’am.” 

“How mean! Couldn't you let me have two 
and a general admission for that?” 

“No, ma’am. General admission is fifty 
cents.” 

** Ain’t that horrid? And, oh, I've only got 
$1.25, come to think of it. Can’tI get three 
general admissions for that?” 

“I’m sorry, ma’am. It’s against our rules.” 

“Theaters are just as mean as—well, how 
many admissions can I get for $1.25?” 

‘Two, ma‘am.” 

** Well, give me two, then. (With sarcasm) 
I suppose you don’t want the odd quarter, too?” 

** No, ma’am.” 

“* Well, girls, I think it’s just awful. We'll 
have to do the best we can. Here, you two 
take these tickets and go in and sit down 
somewhere and I’ll go and get twenty-five cents 
worth of caramels, and then one of you come 
after the first act—I've seen their old play once, 
anyway—and give me the return check and I'll 
go in for an act, and then Flora can come out 
and let you in for another act. See? We'll see 
the thing if they do make a lot of schemes just 
to make people trouble. Now, go right in, so 
as not to miss any ofit."—Chicago News Record, 





‘ Discouraging. 
Maiden (whispering)—Is that you, George ? 
Serenader (who has been b!owing love music 

for the last half hour)—Ah! At last, my darling, 

’tis you! Yes! ‘tis your own Goose. 

aiden (still whispering)—Well, George, 
won't you goaway? Charlie Bonds is in here | 





The Reason. 








She Was All Right. 






Good Samaritaness—Have you lost yourself, little girl ? 
I've lost my mother. 





these days ; they eat and drink more sensibly 
and possess more restraint over their emotions. 
This may well be the reason, but it may also 
be because it is no longer the fashion for women 
to be pretty weaklings, to weep at a tender 


The bald-headed man with four days’ growth 
of beard on his chin went into a barber shop 





and is about to propose, and I'm afraid your 
music disconcerts him. 


Hurt Him. 


He—Some things are awfully provoking. The 
other evening just as I was writing a note be- 
fore going out toa reception I got an ink spot 
on my shirt bosom. My room mate was fear- 
fully cut up about it. 

She—Why should he feel any worse than 


Mr. Besant asks why women no longer faint 
in fiction or in fact. Down to the time of Miss 
Austen, young ladies fainted much and often 
in novels—if a spider fell on therm, if a rude 
fellow stared too hard at Ranelagh, and ona 
thousand lesser occasions, Nowadays, a novel 
with a swooning heroine would be absurd, and 
in datly life, too, women refrain from going 
into faints. Mr. Besant conjectures that it 
may be because women's lives are healthier in 








you? 
He—It was his shirt. 


A Narrow Escape. 


Bingo—Had quite an accident on my train 
to-day. I was just going to take out those 
sandwiches you put up for me when, crash ! 
we struck another train. 

Mrs. Bingo (anxiously)—Was anyone injured? 

Bingo—No. But those sandwiches were tele- 
scoped. 
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Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts. | Cor. Market and Erie Ste. 


TORONTO | STRATFORD 
CANADA'S LARGEST and 
HIGH-CLASS BEST EQUIPPED 
BUSINESS in the DOMINION 
COLLEGES INSPECTION 
SATISFACTION INVITED 
GUARANTEED CATALOGUES FREE 


Day and Evening sessions. 
SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals 
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USINESS 








LOW'S COMMERCIAL ACADEMY, 346 Spadina 
Ave., ronto. Shorthand, Bookkeeping and Type- 
writing. Taught until proficient for $5. 


MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 
20 Queen Street West 
Conversational lessons in French, German, Italian, ete. 
Preparations for University examinations. JAMES CUSIN, 
Principal, of Neuchatel, Switzerland. 


BRANTFORD LADIES’ COLLEGE 


AND 


CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 


Rev. Principal Cavan, D.D., Visiting and Hon- 
orary Director. 

Rev. Wm. Cochrane, D.D., Governor. 

Mrs. Mary Rolls, Lady Principal. 

The most numerously attended Presbyterian Ladies’ 
College in Ontario, with a Faculty of 20 members, chiefly 
specialiste. 

RE-OPENED SEPTEMBER 7, 1892 

Applications for admission or for Oalendars will address 
REV. WM. COCHRANE, D_D., Goveroor. 


MONSARRAT HOUSE 


1 Classic Ave., Teronto 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


MISS VENNOR, Principal 
(Late Trebover House, London, Eng.) 
A thorough course of instruction will be given in Eng- 


lish, Mathematics and Modern Languages. Pupils i 
for University examinations. Classes in Swedish 


Cesvieg will also be held twice a week. 
Sohool re-opens January 10. 
For terms and prospectus apply to Principal. 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF EXPRESSION 


Elocution, Oratory and Dramatic Art 
Winter term begina January 3, 1893. 


PRINCIPAL MOUNTEER, 
“The Forum,” cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts., Toronto. 


ORONTO SCHOOL OF LANDSCAPE 
AND DwooraTivs Pantine, 
608 CHURCH STREET 
Winter Term commences Tuesday, Jannary 10. Olasses 
on Tuesdays and Fridays, morning and afternoon, and 
Saturday afternoon. For Circular addrese— 
HENRY MARTIN, Director. 


PROF. LOUIS PALABOT, 85 Czar St. 


Private lessons French conversation. Trial lesson free 
BERLITZ METHOD. 


PROF » DAVIDSON 


The Famous Chiropedist 
and Masicure 
Has again established himself on 
King Street. Those troubled with 
Qorns, Bunions and es 
Naile should call and eee the pro- 
fessor at 


49 King Street West, Reem 7 
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DENTISTRY. 





D®. McLAUGHLIN, Dentist 


Cor. College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 
od H. RIGGS, the Popular Dentist 
e Cor. King and Yonge Streets 
And his staff of assistants make a specialty of gold and ail- 
ver filling and root crowning. No teeth too far gone for 
him to save. Give himacall and see what a difference a 
few nice fillings will make in your health and personal ap- 


pearance. Ring up Telephone 1476 and mak = 
ment with him” aeeeee ee 


DR. FRANK J. STOWE, Dentist 

Student of Dr. Parmly Brown, New York. Offi oe, 468 
Spadina Ave., close to College St. 
use of Electric Mouth Illuminator. 


D® BOSANKO 
| DENTIST ” 








Teeth filled evenings by 








45 King Street West, over Hooper's Drug Store. 





R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. O. D. 8. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bivor, Toronto. Tel. 8868, 


M W. SPARROW,L, D.S , Dental Surgeon 

. Central Deutal Parlors 

N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Toronto. 
Special attention paid to painless operating. 


RS. BALL & ZIEGLER (Successors to 
Dr. sto Rooms suite 23, Arcade, cor. Yonge 














and Gerrard Streets. Dr. Hipkine will be associated with 
hia successors foratime. Hours 9to5. Tel. 2232. 
MEDICAL, 





Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lungs and 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. 

Consultation rooms, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Hours—10 a.m. till 4 p m., and 7 to 8 pm. 


MASSAGE 


THOMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHONE 1286. 








Jaa B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOM@OPATHIST 

oo eae of Children and Nervous Diseases 

of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 





D® PALMER 


4A0O College Street 
Telephone 3190. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 








MARRIAGE LICENSES, 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 


Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


MOTHERS 


USE HOWARTH'S 


Carminative Mixture 


This medicine is superior to any other for Sumer Com- 
laint, Diarrhea, Vem 2 and Pain in the Stomach and 
wels, and any other disorder of the bowels of infants oo- 
casioned by teething or other causes. Gives rest and quiet 
nighte to mothers and nurses. Prepared only by 


8. HOWARTH - Druggist 


243 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont. 
Established 1849 Telephone 1359 


| The Latest Odors 
The Closest Prices 














We handle all the favorite odors 
of English, French and American 
Perfumes. Alsoa full class of A 1 
druggists’ sundries for the Holiday 
Season. 


NEIL C. LOVE & CO. 


166 Yonge Street 





ICKLES’ FINE WINTER SHOES, OVERSHOES 
AND RUBBERS 





At PICKLES’ SHOE PARLOR, 328 Yonge Stree 


20 P C. OFF 


TWO WEEKS ONLY 


Commencing Saturday, Jan. 21, and end- 
ing Saturday, Feb. 4, we will sell Ladies’ 
Red Goat Oxford Shoes, Ladies’ Red Goat 
Albani Slippers, Ladies’ Red Goat 
Opera Slippers at marked prices, 
less 20 p. o. discount. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


83 te 88 
King Street East 


CHINA HALL 


(ESTABLISHED 1864) 
49 King St. East, Toronto 


Decorating 
China 


We have stock the 
finest collection of White China 
at prices that cannot fail to 
please. Examine our goods. 
New shapes all through. 











now in 


SPECIAL TERMS TO TEACHERS. 
Write for prices. 


GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE 


IMPORTERS 





Telephcne 466 


G®T YOUR HATS BLOCKED AT 


H. & W. WATSON S 
i Adelaide Street Wes 











Social and Personal. 


Continued from Page Thirteen. 
for the manner in which the arrangements 
were carried out. 


The notice of a dance given by Mrs. Gurney 
of Gerrard street last week was inserted in 
error. Mrs, Gurney gave no entertainment on 
that evening. 


Dr. and Mrs. Creasor have returned from 
their wedding trip and taken up their residence 
at 432 Spadina avenue, corner of Oxford street. 
Mrs. Creasor will receive on Wednesday, 
Thursday and Friday of next week, and every 
successive Friday. 


A very jolly sleighing party with Weston as 
its objective point left Mrs, Parson's residence, 
Queen’s Park, on Tuesday night. Mr. and 
Mrs. E. H. Duggan and Mrs, Mandeville Mer- 
ritt chaperoned the sleighful, among whom 
were: The Misses Parsons, Miss Howland 
Miss Alice Howland, Miss Heward, Miss Amy 
Mason, Miss Stevenson, Miss Wise, Miss 
Daisy McMurray, Miss McDonald, Miss 
Georgie Scott, the Misses Temple, Miss 
Miller, Miss Hutchins, and Messrs. Mc- 
Millan, Frank Gray, Harry Hay, Adam, 
Lowndes, Beakbane, O'Reilly, Leigh, Pember- 
ton, Richardson, Casey Wood, Morton Jones, 
H. Jones, Ritchie, Wilson and Stevenson. A 
dance on the excellent floor of Eagle's Hall and 
a drive back in the early morning through the 
fast falling snow completed a thoroughly en- 
joyable evening's entertainment. 


Acharming At Home was given by Mrs. A. 
H. Harris, at her residence, on Wednesday 
afterncon, which was beautifully arranged for 
the occasion. During the entire afternoon the 
rooms were fiNed to excess and many pretty 
costumes noted. Among those present were : 
Mrs. J. D. King, Mrs. R. J. Allan, Mrs. Irving 
Walker, Mrs. McKinnon, Mrs. Cox, Mrs. W. 
Pearson, Mrs. (Dr.) Ball, Miss Eva Kennedy, 
Miss M. Clung, Miss Dixon, and many others. 


Miss Allie M. Bowman of Dundas is the 
guest of Miss Edna Hamil of Markham street. 


Mrs. Brimer of 100 Gloucester street gave 
a charming At Home on Tuesday afternoon. 
° 


Mre. John Shields will be At Home to her 
many friends on Tuesday, January 31, at 137 


College street. " 


Mrs. George A. Cox of Sherbourne street 
gives an entertainment in aid of the Haven, 
next Tuesday evening, at her residence, for 
which a most interesting programme has been 
prepared. 


Miss Lottie Coleman of Glen road gave a 
little evening on Tuesday for her guest, Miss 
Ethel Mayan of Philadelphia. Among those 
present were: Miss M. Bostwick, who wore 
a pretty gown of pink silk with girdle of 
flowers ; Miss A. Lowndes, cream delaine with 
jeweled passementerie ; Miss Anglin, white 
silk and lisse; Miss E. Livingston, cream 
crepon with Nile green velvet, full sleeves and 
trimming; Misses T. Mason, Brown, T. 
Hughes, Weir, M. Hughes, Jones, Livingston, 
J. Dowd, and Messrs. Bonyard, Remini, Hirsch- 
felder, Geo. Lillie, Wilson, Vaux, H. Willis, F. 
Mason, C. Brown, F. Gray, Wcodruff, Anglin, 
Hughes, Chas. Lowndes and Logan. 


The Right Rev. Dr. Courtney, Lord Bishop of 
Nova Scotia, and Mr. Allan M. Dymond will 
address a missionary meeting in Trinity Uni- 
versity next Mondayevening. All arecordially 
invited to attend. 


Mr. Geo. J. Mason and family of 253 Welling- 
ton street will remove shortly toa pretty resi- 
dence on Victoria crescent, Parkdale, which 
they have recently purchased. 


On February 2, at the Conservatory of Music, 
Mrs. Harrison will repeat her essay on French- 
Canadian Music, in the form of a lecture. 
Doubtless many musical people will avail 
themselves of the treat. 


(Jueen street west, 
Tuesday evening. 


Mrs. C. E. Walker, of 53¢ 
gave a large dance on 
Several visitors in the city were present. 
Among those I remarked: Miss Aikens of St. 
Catharines, in gold colored satin and cream 
lace ; Miss Todd of New Jersey, in pale biue, 
and Miss Rowland of Hamilton, in cream silk ; 
Mrs. Walker wore black silk und lace; Miss 
Walker, cream silk and gold; Miss Mabel 
Walker, cream silk; Mesdames Donelly, 
Hynds, Ford, Cushman and Smith, Misses 
Dubois, Gardner, Adams, Shepherd, Murphy, 
Brownjohn, Smalipiece, Graham, Kavanagh, 
Bell, Pearsall, Hoszack of Detroit, Michigan, 
Esseng, Murchison, Urquhart, Strutt, Roberts, 
Logan, Harrison, Frisby, Anderson, Walker, 
Messrs, A. E, Mansfield, Strathey, 
Sanders, Fleming, Southcott, Donelly, Hynds, 
Ford, Cushman, Quillen, Laidlaw, Aylesworth, 
McCabe, Wilson, Woods, Murphy, Stuttaford, 
Dr. Way, Robinson, S. Walker, Jackson, 
Dubois, Burries, T. and A. Lyons, Gardiner 
Shaw, McFella, Murphy, Broughsin, Small 
peice, Smith, Bedson, Fuller, Hamilton, Oakley, 
Peakin, Murchison, Dr. Page, Wells, Gray 
Johnston, Davidson, Hoszack of Detroit, 
Michigan, and last but Mr. 
Walker, who returned from Chicago in time to 
surprise the guests and join in their merry- 
making. 


Ross, 


not least, 


received all last week at 
her pretty house, 179 Cottingham street. She 
was assisted by Miss Josie Gooderham. Mrs, 
Marani looked very sweetin a graceful gown 
of pale blue, and did thé honors in a very 
charming and cordial manner. 


Mrs, Cesare Maran’ 


Mrs. Trotter, sr., of Galt, is spending a month 
or two with her son, Captain Trotter, 21 Bloor 
street west. 


The Toronto Camp enjoyed a pleasant sleigh 
drive last Wednesday evening, and wound up 
the evening with a most excellent supper at 
Mr. E. Jackson's, Yonge street, 

. 


Mrs. Thompson gives a young people’s dance 
on Monday evening. 


The French Club met last Saturday evening 
at the home of Miss Brown of Jarvis street, 
A bright little French play was presented for 
the entertainment of the Owls by Misses Eilis, 
Brown, Wilkes, Catto, and Messrs, Palabot, 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Quesnel and Macdonald. The club meets this 
evening at the residence of Mrs. Macdonald, 
27 Isabella street. 


Mrs. M. G. Lewis of London gave a charm- 
ing theater party last Monday night in honor 
of her sister-in-law, Mrs. J. Fraser Macdonatd. 
Among those present were: Major and Mrs. 
Beattie, Mr. and Mrs, J. Glass, Mr. Fred Jarvis, 
Mr. Harold Jarvis of Detroit. 


- 

Mrs, Irving Cameron’s tea was very enjoy- 
able and was largely attended by her lady 
friends. Gentlemen were taboo on this occa- 
sion, but the ladies quite enjoyed the attention 
lavished on them by pretty cavaliers of the 


gentler sex, 
* 


The Owl Club will give their third At Home 
of the season in Prof. Early’s parlors on the 
evening of Tuesday, February 7. 


A most successful dance was given by the 
Kohinoor Club at the Arlington Hotel on 
Wednesday evening of last week, at which I 
remarked some very pretty costumes. Among 
the guests were: Miss Campbell, in yellow and 
white ; Miss Burkholder, in an elegant costume 
of pink, which was charmingly completg in all 
its dainty accessories; Miss McGin, white 
watered silk ; Miss Hines, pale blue shot silk ; 
Miss McNaught, Empire gown of cream crepe 
and silver lace; Miss White, pink silk and 
feather trimming ; Miss Dixon, white silk with 
lace. About sixty of the club and their friends 


were present. 
o 


Mrs. Sanderson Pearcy will be At Home to 
her friends at her residence, 92 Bioor street 
west, on Saturday afternoon next. 

. 


All those wh» were able to attend Mr. J. D. 
A. Tripp's piano recital last Wednesday even- 
ing in St. George’s Hall enjoyed a great musi- 
cal treat. The programme consisted of selec- 
tions from the works of Bach, Beethoven, 
Chopin, Moszkowski, Liszt, Rubenstein and 
other great masters. Allof the numbers were 
heartily encored, showing how well the audi- 
ence appreciated the finished style in which 
Mr. Tripp plays. Madame D'Auria assisted in 


the programme by two vocal numbers, both of 
which were received with greatapplause. She 
wore a becoming and pretty gown of black 
lace with full sleeves of geraniam red velvet. 
Among those present I noticed: Mr. Edward 
Fisher and ladies, Mr. Vogt, Mr. J. Bayley, 
Miss Dolby, Miss Cameron, Mr. F. and Miss 
V. Mason, Miss Strathy, Mr. Williams, Mr. C. 


Carter. 
oo 


Corinne Coming. 


Corinne and a company of sixty artists will 
present the New Arcadia at Jacobs and Spar- 
row’s Opera House for one week, beginning 
February 6. An exchange states: ‘ This 
charming little artist and a company of 
sixty people, comprising a perfect sup- 
port, had a most auspicious opening last 
evening. The immense house, both up 
and down stairs, was packed to the 
doors by the first people of the city, whose 
pleasure was expressed by their smiling faces. 
The play presented, Arcadia, was written by 
William Gill, author of Adonis. It has been 
entirely remodeled for Corinne, and it affords 
that delightful little artist excellent oppor- 
tunity for the display of her great talent 
and versatility. Corinne is thorougoly en- 
tertaining under almost any circumstances, 
and her host of admirers will doubt 
less be more interested in her than in the 
piece itself. The chorus this year is larger 
and is better drilled than ever, and is made up 


Does Your 
Wife 

Do Her Own 
Washing ? 


If you regard her health and 
strength, and want to keep your 
home free from hot steam and smell, 
and save fuel, washing powders, and 


ae ae 
the ciothes 


Get her 


Sunlight 
SOAP 


Unlike the Dutch Process 
(A No Alkalies 


ao® Other Chemicals 


ey 


, W. BAKER & CO.’ 


\BreakfastCocoa 


which ia absolutely 
pure and soluble, 


Ithas morethan three times 

}| the strength of Cocoa mixed 

with Starch, Arrowroot or 

~ Sugar, and is far more eco- 

nomical, costing less than one cent a cup. 

It is delicious, nourishing, and EASILY 
DIGESTED. 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, 


FINE FURNITURE 


FOR 


Drawing-Room 
Bedroom 


Dining-Room 
IN THE LATEST DESIGNS 


And at Reasonable Prices. 


The CHAS. ROGERS & SONS C0,, Lid. 


97 Yonge Street 


are used in the 
preparation of 


33, 35 
of 


IY WALKERS SONS 


39, 41 
AS 


KING STREET EAST 
° WINTER SALE OF MEN’S AND BOYS’ 
CLOTHING 


WINTER SALE OF DRESS GOODS 


Prices all reduced—$1.75 goods 


sold for $1. 


Eighty-five Mantles and Jackets 


at less than one-half price. 


This month only. 


GREAT WI 


WINTER SALE OF MANTLES 


IMMENSE CLEARING 
IN ALL 


DEPARTMENTS 


Gloves, 


Purchasers to the amount of $3 for Boys’ 
Suits or Overcoats a 35c, 
chasers to the amount 
or Overcoats a 50c. sleigh given. 


NTER SALE 


slelgh given. Pur- 
of $5 for Boys’ Suits 


Mitts, Hosiery, Em- 


broideries, Laces, Ladies’ Un- 


derwear, 
Handkerchiefs. 
hold Effects, Carpets, Staples. 


SS 


GOLDEN LION 


RESSMAKERS, economize 
time, labor and money by 


using the celebrated 


entirely of pretty girls who dress well and 
sing beautifully. 


J. & J. L. OMALLEY 


FURNITURE WAREROOMS 


Solid Oak Bedroom Suites 
from $23 upwards 


Carpets in Newest Patterns at Lowest Prices 





Proprietors of the Hygienic Carpet 
Cleaner 


J. & J. L. O'MALLEY 


Telephone 1057 160 Queen St. West 


i 
20 Ibs. & 
of 


Nestlé’s 


Your coctes 
will tell you 
it is the 
safest diet 
for baby 


nly new boc k, The Baby, by the best 
ies on baby lue, free to every mothe 
Is he pap 


r address and mentions thi 


Thos. Leeminze & Company, 
a5 St. Peter £:., Montreal 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 

DICK—Jan. 17, Mrs. Wm. Dick—a daughter. 

KNIGHT— Jan. 16, Mre. A. D. Knight—a son. 


Marriages. 

MacKLINNON—MERRIC K—Jan. 18, Allan MacKinnon to 
Ida Merrick. 

GRANT—P ELT! ER— Jan. 13, Jas. Grant to Grace Peltier. 

LAWSUON—WRIGLEY—Jan. 16, Edmund Lawson to R. 
Wrigley 

WYLLIE—PORTE— Jan. 4, rev. W. Wyliie to Henrietta A. 
Porte. 

CREASOR—GRIFFITH— Jan. 18, John A. Oreasor to Char- 
lotte Griffith. 

WEST— FINDLAY—Deo. 28, J J West to Janet P. Findlay. 

McKITRICK—PRINGLE—Jan. 18, Rev. H. 8. MoKitrick tu 
Elizs R. Pringle. 

FRENCH—O KEEFE—Jan. 23, John M. French to Helena 
Charlotto O Keefe. 

SISSON—HOPWOOD, Jan. 18, Mat H. Sisson to Maggie 
Hopwood. 


Deaths 


BRODERICK—Jan 18, Ada Florence Broderick, aged 34. 
RUSSELL—Jan. 16, leabella Ruseell, aged 70. 
WALKER—Jan 18, Joseph Walker, aged 55 
OAKLEY— Jan. 22, Herbert J. Oakley, aged 26. 
YORSTON—Jan. 23, Meggie Louise Yorston, aged 22. 
BARBER— Jan. 23 Lucuida 8. Barber, aged 81. 
MONTEITH—Jan. 23. Rev. Robert Monteith, aged 78. 
CHARLTON— Jan. 24, Olara Chariton, aged 5. 
HILLMAN—Jan 23, Sarah Hillman, aged 60. 

HO JPER—Jan. 19, Jane Ellie Hooper. 

PAULL—Jan. 22, Sarah Elizabeth Paull. 

HEATH— Jan. 24, Bertha Aleen Heath, aged 8. 
BURWELL—Jan. 23, Alic Burwell. 

DUNSTAN—Jan. 23, Mainwaring Dunstan, aged 2. 


\ 


Men’s_ Underwear, 


Clocks, House- 


All reduced during the Winter Sale. 


SILK AND TWIST 


Absolutely free from knots 
and 


imperfections. The 


strongest, smoothest and 
most elastic sewing silk made. 
For machine use a luxury. 
For hand use a necessity. 


Mason & Risch 
PIANOS 


Are the Instruments of the Cultured 


Only a piano of which this is true could have elicited 
such unqualified praise trom such an eminent source of 


LizsT 


GENTLEMEN, 
magnificent, unequalled. 
same opinion. 


authority as the following : 


The Mason & Risch Grand Piano you forwarded me is excellent, 
Artists, judges and the public will certainly be of the 


FRANZ LizstT. 


FOR SALE BY 


™E Tlason & Risch Piano Co. 


LIMITED 


32 King Street West, Toronto 


FORD—Dec. 19, Susan Racey Ford. 

GAULT— Jan. 23, Margaret Gault. 
JACKSON—Jan. 23, James H. Jackson, aged 45. 
PAGE—Jan. 22, Elizabeth Grant Page, aged 62 
FULTON.- Jan. 17, John Fulton, aged 86. 
FIREREN BACH—Jan. 20, Mary Firerenbach, aged 66 
THOMSON—Jan., John Thomeon, aged 52. 
RICHARDSON— Jan. 21, Frances Richardson 
BARKER--Jan. 21, Frank D. Barker, aged 28 
CONNOR--Jan. 18, Mery Ann Connor, aged 51. 
FOTHERGILL— Dec. 26, Eliza Fothergill, aged 91. 


INSIST UPON A 


HEINTZMAN CO. 
PIANO 


Wken you are ready to purchase a Piano for a lifetime, 
not the makeshift instruments for a few years’ use, but the 
Piano whose sterling qualities will leave absolutely nothing 
to be desired, them insist upon having a 


HEINTZMAN & CO PIANO 


Its pure singing tone is not an artifical quality soon to 
wear away, leaving harshness in place of brillianoy, dul- 
ness in place of sweetness, but an inherent right of the 
Heintzman. Forty-five yeare of patient endeavor upon 
this point, non-deterioration with age, has made the Hein {z- 
man what is is—the acknowledged standard of 
durability. 


CATALOGUES FREE ON APPLICATION 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


117 King Street West 


COALPORT 


A.D. 1750. 
A choice selection of this HIGH-CLASS CHINA in 


Afternoon Cups and Saucers 
Bon-Bon Trays 
Tete-a-Tete Sets, &c. 








WHITE CHINA FOR DECORATING 
Wedding Gifts a Specialty 


WILLIAM JUNOR 


Tel. 2177 109 King St. West 
» 


Trust Funds 


To loan. Lowest rates. No com- 
mission charged. Apply direct. 


THOMSON, HENDERSON & BELL 
Board of Trade Building 
TORONTO 


Ve 
PACIFIC Vy. 


EVERY FRIDAY 


PEOPLES 
POPULAR J] 


ONE-WAY 


PARTIE 


Will leave Toronto at 11 p.m., for 


British Columbia, Washingta 
Oregon, California 


In Tourist Sleeping Care 
TURONTO To SEATT 
Without Change. 


EVERY FRIDAY 
A Through Tourist Sleeping C 


Will leave Toronto at 8.45 a.m. for 


BOSTON, « 


EVERY WEDNESDAY 
A Through Tourist Sleeping C 


Will leave Toronto at 3 p.m. for 


CHICAG(C 


UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE. 
Apply to any CO. P. R. Ticket Agent for full pai 





